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3N this book are stories about bears, horses, a 
pine that lived a thousand years. Dr. Wood- 
pecker, my dog " Scotch," snow-shoeing through 
the mountains, some coyotes, and the beaver. The 
bear story was told to me; but I was a part of 
the others. I wonder if you will sometime write 
a story of your experiences in the mountains. 
Out with Nature, the bears, birds, flowers, and 
the trees have many secrets that no one knows. 
Would you like to help discover these secrets ? 

No one has ever found where the chimney 
swift spends its winter. Each autumn, flocks of 
these birds travel slowly down the Atlantic coast 
to the Gulf of Mexico where they are seen by 
thousands. Suddenly they disappear. Five months 
later they reappear at the place where last seen 
and start northward for their summer home. 
There used to be a story that these birds dived 
down into the mud and there hibernated for the 
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winter. Of course they do not do this. But where 
do they go? This is one of the thousands of in- 
teresting things not now known but which you 
may help to discover. 

In a beaver colony houses are built, dams 
made, ditches dug, and trees cut down. The work 
is done so quietly and systematically that it would 
seem as if one beaver in each colony plans and 
superintends the work. I think there is such a 
leader. Although for years I have had great fun 
watching, I have never seen him — it may be 
her — giving orders. It may be that you will see 
this leader before I do. 

It is perfectly safe for you to explore the out- 
doors where the wild animals live. Bears, lions, 
and wolves will not attack you. All alone I have 
rambled through and camped in the wild places 
in every state in the Union. I did not carry a 
gun and none of the wild game ever bothered 
me. There are fourteen national parks. Here 
people are not allowed to carry guns. In these 
places bears and mountain sheep will be glad to 
see you and will come close to you. Big game 
will neither fight nor run away unless you at- 
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tempt to kill them. Each park is a real wonder- 
land full of thousands of interesting wild things. 
The wild flowers are allowed to grow; the trees 
are not cut down ; and each park is a game pre- 
serve. I hope that you will some time visit these 
wonderlands. 

I am sure you know the home of the pond lily. 
The giant cactus and a few other strange asso- 
ciates make their home in the desert Although 
animals move about, most of them, like the pond 
lily, live all their life in the locality of their birth. 
Animals are not wandering gypsies. 

A chipmunk makes her home at one end of 
my cabin. She claims as her territory an area 
several yards in diameter and rarely does she 
venture oflE her own ground. There are other 
chipmunks around, each having its own territory. 
The bluebirds, wrens, and robins often alight in 
her pasture. But if the chipmunk that claims a 
little pasture at the other end of the cabin comes 
into her pasture, she scolds. Surrounding the 
cabin is a much larger territory that is claimed 
by a pair of rabbits. Within this there are pei^ 
haps ICO or more chipmunk pastures. 



A flock of sheep on Battle Mountain about 
three miles away has a still larger field. These 
sheep wander over the two or three nearby 
mountains, and occasionally come down near 
my cabin, but they stay in the same large un- 
fenced pasture. On adjoining mountains are 
other flocks of sheep. Each stays in its own 
feeding ground. 

Bears prowl over a still larger territory than 
sheep, but unless there is a forest fire or some- 
thing else to drive them away, they will live and 
die without seeing any other part of the world. 
Each animal has what we may call a home, an 
address, or a regular place where each may be 
found if we search. Animals do not wander over 
the face of the earth, but each lives in an area 
which it considers its home and which seems to 
have a definite boundary line. I have not been 
able to tell how this line is determined and I fear 
that sometimes, as with people, these wild folks 
have a dispute concerning boundary lines and 
territory. This is another thing I would like to 
know more about. 

This book tells of some of the interesting 
vi 



things that I have found out with Nature. If 
you like it, I hope that you will some time tell 
me of many things that you may discover for 
yourselves. 

THE AUTHOR. 
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^Hhe peculiar charm and fascination that trees 
w^ exert over many people I had always felt 
from childhood, but it was that great nature-lover, 
John Muir, who first showed me how and where 
to learn their language. Few trees, however, ever 
held for me such an attraction as did a gigantic 
and venerable yellow pine which I discovered 
one autumn day several years ago while explor- 
ing the southern Rockies. It grew within sight 
of the Cliff-Dwellers' Mesa Verde, which stands 
at the corner of four States, and as I came 
upon it one evening just as the sun was setting 
over that mysterious tableland, its character and 
heroic proportions made an impression upon 
me that I shall never forget, and which familiar 
acquaintance only served to deepen while it yet 
lived and before the axeman came. Many a time 
I returned to build my camp-fire by it and have 
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a day or a night in its solitary and noble com- 
pany. I learned afterwards that it had been given 
the name " Old Pine," and it certainly had an 
impressiveness quite compatible with the age 
and dignity which go with a thousand years of 
life. 

When, one day, the sawmill-man at Mancos 
wrote, " Come, we are about to log your old pine," 
I started at once, regretting that a thing which 
seemed to me so human, as well as so noble, 
must be killed. 

I went out with the axemen who were to cut 
the old pine down. A grand and impressive tree 
he was. Never have I seen so much individuality, 
so much character, in a tree. Although lightning 
had given him a bald crown, he was still a healthy 
giant, and was waving evergreen banners more 
than one hundred and fifteen feet above the earth. 
His massive trunk, eight feet in diameter on a 
level with my breast, was covered with a thick, 
rough, golden-brown bark which was broken into 
irregular plates. Several of his arms were bent 
and broken. Altogether, he presented a time- 
worn but heroic appearance. 
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It is almost a marvel that trees should live to be- 
come the oldest of living things. Fastened in one 
place, their struggle is incessant and severe. From 
the moment a baby tree is born — from the instant 
it casts its tiny shadow upon the ground — until 
death, it is in danger from insects and animals. 
It cannot move to avoid danger. It cannot run 
away to escape enemies. Fixed in one spot, al- 
most helpless, it must endure flood and drought, 
fire and storm, insects and earthquakes, or die. 

Trees, like people, struggle for existence, and 
an aged tree, like an aged person, has not only 
a striking appearance, but an interesting bio- 
graphy. I have read the autobiographies of many 
century-old trees, and have found their life-sto- 
ries strange and impressive. The yearly growth, 
or annual ring of wood with which trees envelop 
themselves, is embossed with so many of their 
experiences that this annual ring of growth lit- 
erally forms an autobiographic diary of the tree's 
life. 

I wanted to read Old Pine's autobiography. 
A veteran pine that had stood on the southern 
Rockies and struggled and triumphed through 
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the changing seasons of hundreds of years must 
contain a rare life-story. From his stand between 
the Mesa and the pine-plumed mountain, he had 
seen the panorama of the seasons and many a 
strange pageant ; he had beheld what scenes of 
animal and human strife, what storms and con- 
vulsions of nature ! Many a wondrous secret he 
had locked within his tree soul. Yet, although he 
had not recorded what he had seen, I knew that 
he had kept a fairly accurate diary of his own 
personal experience. This I knew the saw would 
reveal, and this I had determined to see. 

Nature matures a million conifer seeds for 
each one she chooses for growth, so we can only 
speculate as to the selection of the seed from 
which sprung this storied pine. It may be that 
the cone in which it matured was crushed into 
the earth by the hoof of a passing deer. It may 
have been hidden by a jay ; or, as is more likely, 
it may have grown from one of the uneaten 
cones which a Douglas squirrel had buried for 
winter food. Douglas squirrels are the principal 
nurserymen for all the Western pineries. Each 
autumn they harvest a heavy percentage of the 
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cone crop and bury it for winter. The seeds in 
the uneaten cones germinate, and each year count- 
less thousands of conifers grow from the seeds 
planted by these squirrels. It may be that the 
seed from which Old Pine burst had been planted 
by an ancient ancestor of the protesting Douglas 
who was in possession, or this seed may have been 
in a cone which simply bounded or blew into a 
hole, where the seed found sufficient mould and 
moisture to give it a start in life. 

Two loggers swung their axes. At the first 
blow a Douglas squirrel came out of a hole at 
the base of a dead limb near the top of the tree 
and made an aggressive claim of ownership, set- 
ting up a vociferous protest against the cutting. 
As his voice was unheeded, he came scolding 
down the tree, jumped off one of the lower limbs, 
and took refuge in a young pine that stood near 
by. From time to time he came out on the top 
of the limb nearest to us, and, with a wry face, 
fierce whiskers, and violent gestures, directed a 
torrent of abuse at the axemen who were deliv- 
ering death-blows to Old Pine. 

S 
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The old pine's enormous weight caused him 
to fall heavily, and he came to earth with tre- 
mendous force and struck on an elbow of one of 
his stocky arms. The force of the fall not only 
broke the trunk in two, but badly shattered it. 
The damage to the log was so general that the 
sawmill-man said it would not pay to saw it into 
lumber and that it could rot on the spot. 

I had come a long distance for the express 
purpose of deciphering Old Pine's diary as the 
scroll of his life should be laid open in the saw- 
mill. The abandonment of the shattered form 
compelled the adoption of another way of get- 
ting at his story. Receiving permission to do 
as I pleased with his remains, I at once began 
to cut and split both the trunk and the limbs 
and to transcribe their strange records. Day 
after day I worked. I dug up the roots and thor- 
oughly dissected them, and with the aid of a 
magnifier I studied the trunk, the roots, and the 
limbs. 

I carefully examined the base of his stump, 
and in it I found 1047 rings of growth! He had 
lived through a thousand and forty-seven mem- 
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orable years. As he was cut down in 1903, his 
birth probably occurred in 856. 

In looking over the rings of growth, I found 
that a few of them were much thicker than the 
others ; and these thick rings, or coats of wood, 
tell of favorable seasons. There were also a few 
extremely thin rings of growth. In places two and 
even three of these were together. These were 
the result of unfavorable seasons, — of drought 
or cold. The rings of trees also show healed 
wounds, and tell of bums, bites, and bruises, 
of torn bark and broken arms. Old Pine not 
only received injuries in his early years, but from 
time to time throughout his life. The some- 
what kinked condition of several of the rings 
of growth, beginning with the twentieth, shows 
that at the age of twenty he sustained an injury 
which resulted in a severe curvature of the spine, 
and that for some years he was somewhat 
stooped. I was unable to make out from his diary 
'whether this injury was the result of a tree or 
some object falling upon him and pinning him 
down, or whether his back had been overweighted 
and bent by wet, cHngipg snow. As I could not 
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find any scars or bruises, I think that snow must 
have been the cause of the injury. However, 
after a few years he straightened up with youth- 
ful vitality and seemed to outgrow and forget the 
experience. 

A century of tranquil life followed, and dur- 
ing these years the rapid growth tells of good 
seasons as well as good soil. This rapid growth 
also shows that there could not have been any 
crowding neighbors to share the sun and the soil. 
The tree had grown evenly in all quarters, and 
the pith of the tree was in the centre. But had one 
tree grown close, on that quarter the old pine 
would have grown slower than the others and 
would have been thinner, and the pith would 
thus have been away from the tree's centre. 

When the old pine was just completing his 
one hundred and thirty-fifth ring of growth, he 
met with an accident which I can account for 
only by assuming that a large tree that grew sev- 
eral yards away blew over, and in falling, stabbed 
him in the side with two dead limbs. His bark 
was broken and torn, but this healed in due time. 
Short sections of the dead limbs broke off, how- 
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ever, and were embedded in the old pine. Twelve 
years' growth covered them, and they remained 
hidden from view until my splitting revealed 
them. The other wounds started promptly to 
heal and, with one exception, did so. 

A year or two later some ants and borers be- 
gan excavating their deadly winding ways in the 
old pine. They probably started to work in one of 
the places injured by the falling tree. They must 
have had some advantage, or else something must 
have happened to the nuthatches and chicka- 
dees that year, for, despite the vigilance of these 
birds, both the borers and the ants succeeded in 
establishing colonies that threatened injury and 
possibly death. 

Fortunately relief came. One day the chief 
surgeon of all the Southwestern pineries came 
along. This surgeon was the Texas woodpecker. 
He probably did not long explore the ridges and 
little furrows of the bark before he discovered 
the wound or heard these hidden insects work- 
ing. After a brief examination, holding his ear 
to the bark for a moment to get the location of 
the tree's deadly foe beneath, he was ready to act 
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He made two successful operations. These not 
only required him to cut deeply into the old pine 
and take out the borers, but he may also have 
had to come back from time to time to dress 
the wounds by devouring the ant-colonies which 
may have persisted in taking possession of them. 
The wounds finally healed, and only the splitting 
of the affected parts revealed these records, all 
filled with pitch and preserved for nearly nine 
hundred years. 

Following this, an even tenor marked his life 
for nearly three centuries. This quiet existence 
came to an end in the summer of 1301, when a 
stroke of lightning tore a limb out of his round 
top and badly shattered a shoulder. He had 
barely recovered from this injury when a violent 
wind tore off several of his arms. During the 
summer of 1348 he lost two of his largest arms. 
These were large and sound, and were more than 
a foot in diameter at the points of breakage. As 
these were broken by a down-pressing weight or 
force, we may attribute these breaks to accumu- 
lations of snow. 

The oldest, largest portion of a tree is the short 
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section immediately above the ground, and, as 
this lower section is the most exposed to acci- 
dents or to injuries from enemies, it generally 
bears evidence of having suffered the most. 
Within its scroll are usually found the most ex- 
tensive and interesting autobiographical impres- 
sions. 

It is doubtful if there is any portion of the 
earth upon which there are so many deadly strug- 
gles as upon the earth around the trunk of a 
tree. Upon this small arena there are battles 
fierce and wild; here nature is "red in tooth 
and claw." When a tree is small and tender, 
countless insects come to feed upon it. Birds 
come to it to devour these insects. Around the 
tree are daily almost merciless fights for exist- 
ence. These death-struggles occur not only in the 
daytime, but in the night. Mice, rats, and rab- 
bits destroy millions of young trees. These bold 
animals often flay baby trees in the daylight, 
and while at their deadly feast many a time have 
they been surprised by hawks, and then they are 
at a banquet where they themselves are eaten. 
The owl, the faithful nightwatchman of trees, 
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often swoops down at night, and as a result some 
little tree is splashed with the blood of the very 
animal that came to feed upon it. 

The lower section of Old Pine's trunk con- 
tained records which I found interesting. One 
of these in particular aroused my imagination, I 
was sawing off a section of this lower portion 
when the saw, with a buzz-z-z-z, suddenly jumped. 
The object struck was harder than the saw. I 
wondered what it could be, and, cutting the wood 
carefully away, laid bare a flint arrowhead. Close 
to this one I found another, and then with care 
I counted the rings of growth to find out the 
year that these had wounded Old Pine. The 
outer ring which these arrowheads had pierced 
was the six hundred and thirtieth, so that the 
year of this occurrence was i486. 

Had an Indian bent his bow and shot at a bear 
that had stood at bay backed up against this 
tree? Or was there around this tree a battle among 
Indian tribes ? Is it possible that at this place 
some Cliff -Dweller scouts encountered their ad- 
vancing foe from the north and opened hostili- 
ties ? It may be that around Old Pine was fought 
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the battle that is said to have decided the fate 
of that mysterious race the Cliff-Dwellers. The 
imagination insists on speculating with these two 
arrowheads, though they form a fascinating clue 
that leads us to no definite conclusion. But the 
fact remains that Old Pine was wounded by two 
Indian arrowheads some time during his six hun- 
dred and thirtieth summer. 

The year that Columbus discovered America, 
Old Pine was a handsome giant with a round 
head held more than one hundred feet above the 
earth. He was six hundred and thirty-six years 
old, and with the coming of the Spanish ad- 
venturers his lower trunk was given new events 
to record. The year 1540 was a particularly mem- 
orable one for him. This year brought the first 
horses and bearded men into the drama which 
was played around him. This year, for the first 
time, he felt the edge of steel and the tortures 
of fire. The old chronicles say that the Spanish 
explorers found the cliff -houses in the year 1 540. 
I believe that during this year a Spanish explor- 
ing party may have camped beneath Old Pine and 
built a fire against his instep, and that some of 
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the explorers hacked him with an axe. The old 
pine had distinct records of axe and fire mark- 
ings during the year 1540. It was not common 
for the Indians of the West to burn or mutilate 
trees, and as it was common for the Spaniards 
to do so» and as these hackings in the tree seemed 
to have been made with some edged tool sharper 
than any possessed by the Indians, it at least 
seems probable that they were done by the Span- 
iards. At any rate, from the year 1540 until the 
day of his death, Old Pine carried these scars 
on his instep. 

As the average yearly growth of the old pine 
was about the same as in trees similarly situ- 
ated at the present time, I suppose that climatic 
conditions in his early days must have been 
similar to the climatic conditions of to-day. His 
records indicate periods of even tenor of cli- 
mate, a year of extremely poor conditions, occa- 
sionally a year crowned with a bountiful wood 
harvest. From 1540 to 1762 I found little of 
special interest In 1762, however, the season 
was not regular. After the ring was well started, 
something, perhaps a cold wave, for a time 
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checked its growth, and as a result the wood for 
that one year resembled two years' growth, but 
yet the difiference between this double or false 
ring and a regular one was easily detected. Old 
Pine's " hard times " experience seems to have 
been during the years 1804 and 1805. I think it 
probable that these were years of drought. Dur- 
ing 1804 the layer of wood was the thinnest in 
his life, and for 1805 the only wood I could find 
was a layer which only partly covered the trunk 
of the tree, and this was exceedingly thin. 

From time to time in the old pine's record, I 
came across what seemed to be indications of 
an earthquake shock; but late in 181 1 or early 
in 1 81 2, 1 think there is no doubt that he expe- 
rienced a violent shock, for he made extensive 
records of it. This earthquake occurred after the 
sap had ceased to flow in 181 1, and before it 
began to flow in the spring of 181 2. In places the 
wood was checked and shattered. At one point, 
some distance from the ground, there was a bad 
horizontal break. Two big roots were broken in 
two, and that quarter of the tree which faced the 
cliffs had suffered from a rock bombardment. I 
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suppose the violence of the quake displaced 
many rocks, and some of these, as they came 
bounding down the mountain-side, collided with 
Old Pine. One, of about five pounds' weight, 
struck him so violently in the side that it re- 
mained embedded there. After some years the 
wound was healed over, but this fragment re- 
mained in the tree until I released it. 

During 1859 some one made an axe-mark on 
the old pine that may have been intended for a 
trail-blaze, and during the same year another fire 
badly burned and scarred his ankle. I wonder if 
some prospectors came this way in 1859 and 
made camp by him. 

Another record of man's visits to the tree 
was made in the summer of 188 1, when I think 
a hunting or outing party may have camped 
near here and amused themselves by shooting 
at a mark on Old Pine's ankle. Several modern 
rifle-bullets were found embedded in the wood 
around or just beneath a blaze which was made 
on the tree the same year in which the bullets 
had entered it. As both these marks were made 
during the year 188 1, it is at least possible that 
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this year the old pine was used as the back- 
ground for a target during a shooting contest. 

While I was working over the old pine, a 
Douglas squirrel who lived near by used every 
day to stop in his busy harvesting of pine-cones 
to look on and scold me. As I watched him 
placing his cones in a hole in the ground under 
the pine-needles, I often wondered if one of his 
buried cones would remain there uneaten to 
germinate and expand ever green into the air, 
and become a noble giant to live as long and 
as useful a life as Old Pine. I found myself 
trying to picture the scenes in which this tree 
would stand when the birds came singing back 
from the Southland in the springtime of the year 
3(XX). 

After I had finished my work of splitting, 
studying, and deciphering the fragments of the 
old pine, I went to the sawmill and arranged for 
the men to come over that evening after I had 
departed and burn every piece and vestige of the 
venerable old tree. I told them I should be gone 
by dark. Then I went back and piled into a 
pyramid every fragment of root and trunk and 
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broken branch. Seating myself upon this pyra- 
mid, I spent some time that afternoon gazing 
through the autumn sunglow at the hazy Mesa 
Verde, while my mind rebuilt and shifted the 
scenes of the long, long drama in which Old 
Pine had played his part, and of which he had 
given us but a few fragmentary records. I lin- 
gered there dreaming until twilight I thought 
of the cycles during which he had stood pa- 
tient in his appointed place, and my imagina- 
tion busied itself with the countless experiences 
that had been recorded, and the scenes and 
pageants he had witnessed but of which he had 
made no record. I wondered if he had enjoyed 
the changing of seasons. I knew that he had 
often boomed or hymned in the storm or in the 
breeze. Many a monumental robe of snow-flowers 
had he worn. More than a thousand times he 
had beheld the earth burst into bloom amid the 
happy songs of mating birds ; hundreds of times 
in summer he had worn countless crystal rain- 
jewels in the sunlight of the breaking storm, 
while the brilliant rainbow came and vanished on 
the near-by mountain-side. Ten thousand times 
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he had stood silent in the lonely light of the 
white and mystic moon. 

Twilight was fading into darkness when I 
arose and started on a night-journey for the Mesa 
Verde, where I intended next morning to greet 
an old gnarled cedar which grew on its summit. 
When I arrived at the top of the Mesa, I looked 
back and saw a pyramid of golden flame stand- 
ing out in the darkness. 



OIlthough the eagle has the emblematic 
V^y place of honor in the United States, the 
downy woodpecker is distinguished as the most 
useful bird citizen. Of the eight hundred and 
three kinds of birds in North America, his services 
are most helpful to man. He destroys destruct- 
ive forest insects. Long ago Nature selected 
the woodpecker to be the chief caretaker — the 
physician and surgeon — of the tree world. 
This is a stupendous task. Forests are extens- 
ive and are formed of hundreds of species of 
trees. The American woodpeckers have the 
supervision of uncounted acres that are forested 
with more than six hundred kinds of trees. 

With the exception of the California big tree, 
each tree species is preyed upon by scores, and 
many species by hundreds, of injurious and 

deadly insects. Five hundred kinds of insects 
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are known to prey upon the oak, and a complete 
count may show a thousand kinds. Many of 
these insects multiply with amazing rapidity, 
and at all times countless numbers of these ag- 
gressive pests form warrior armies with which 
the woodpecker must constantly contend. 

In this incessant struggle with insects the 
woodpecker has helpful assistance from many 
other bird families. Though the woodpecker 
gives general attention to hundreds of kinds of 
insects, he specializes on those which injure the 
tree internally, — which require a surgical oper- 
ation to obtain. He is a distinguished specialist; 
the instruments for £ree-surgery are intrusted to 
his keeping, and with these he each year per- 
forms innumerable successful surgical opera- 
tions upon our friends the trees. 
^ Woodpeckers are as widely distributed as for- 
ests, — just how many to the square mile no 
one knows. Some localities are blessed with a 
goodly number, made up of representatives 
from three or four of our twenty-four wood- 
pecker species. Forest, shade, and orchard trees 
receive their impartial attention. The annual 
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saving from their service is enormous. Although 
this cannot be estimated, it can hardly be over- 
stated. 

A single borer may kill a tree; so, too, may 
a few beetles; while a small number of weevils 
will injure and stunt a tree so that it is left an 
easy victim for other insects. Borers, beetles, 
and weevils are among the worst enemies of 
trees. They multiply with astounding rapidity 
and annually kill millions of scattered trees. 
Annually, too, there are numerous outbreaks 
of beetles, whose depredations extend over hun- 
dreds and occasionally over thousands of acres. 
Caterpillars, moths, and saw-flies are exceed- 
ingly injurious tree-pests, but they damage the 
outer parts of the tree. Both they and their eggs 
are easily accessible to many kinds of birds, 
including the woodpeckers; but borers, beetles, 
and weevils live and deposit their eggs in the 
very vitals of the tree. In the tree's vitals, pro- 
tected by a heavy barrier of wood or bark, they 
are secure from the beaks and claws of all birds 
except Dr. Woodpecker, the chief surgeon of 
the forest. About the only opportunity that 
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other birds have to feed upon borers and beetles 
is during the brief time they occupy in emerging 
from the tree that they have killed, in their 
flight to some live tree, and during their brief 
exposure while boring into it. 

Beetles live and move in swarms, and, accord- 
ing to their numbers, concentrate their attack 
upon a single tree or upon m^ny trees. Most 
beetles are one of a dozen species of Dendroc- 
tonus, which means ** tree-killer.*' Left in un- 
disturbed possession of a tree, many mother 
beetles may have half a million descendants 
in a single season. Fortunately for the forest, 
Dr. Woodpecker, during his ceaseless round 
of inspection and service, generally discovers 
infested trees. If one woodpecker is not equal 
to the situation, many are concentrated at this 
insect-breeding place; and here they remain 
until the last dweller in darkness is reached and 
devoured. Thus most beetle outbreaks are pre- 
vented. Now and then all the conditions are 
favorable for the beetles, or the woodpecker 
may be persecuted and lose some of his family; 

so that, despite his utmost efforts, he fails to 
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make the rounds of his forest, and the result is 
an outbreak of insects, with wide depredations. 
So important are these birds that the shooting 
of a single one may allow insects to multiply 
and waste acres of forest. 

During the periods in which the insects are 
held in check the woodpecker ranges through 
the forest, inspecting tree after tree. Many 
times, during their tireless rounds of search and 
inspection, I have followed them for hours. On 
one occasion in the mountains of Colorado I 
followed a Batchelder woodpecker through a 
spruce forest all day long. Both of us had a 
busy day. He inspected eight hundred and 
twenty-seven trees, most of which were spruce 
or lodge-pole pine. Although he moved quickly, 
he was intensely concentrated, was systematic, 
and apparently did the inspection carefully. 
The forest was a healthy one and harbored only 
straggling insects. Now and then he picked up 
an isolated insect from a limb or took an egg- 
cluster from a break in the bark on a trunk. 
Only two pecking operations were required. On 
another occasion I watched a hairy woodpecker 
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spend more than three days upon one tree- 
trunk; this he pecked full of holes and from its 
vitals he dragged more than a gross of devour- 
ing grubs. In this case not only was the beetle 
colony destroyed but the tree survived. 

Woodpecker holes commonly are shallow, 
except in dead trees. Most of the burrowing or 
boring insects which infest living trees work in 
the outermost sapwood, just beneath the bark, 
or in the inner bark. Hence the doctor does not 
need to cut deeply. In most cases his peckings 
in the wood are so shallow that no scar or re- 
cord is found. Hence a tree might be operated 
on by him a dozen times in a season, and still 
not show a scar when split or sawed into pieces. 
Most of his peckings simply penetrate the bark, 
and on living trees this epidermis scales off ; thus 
in a short time all traces of his feast-getting are 
obliterated. I have, however, in dissecting and 
studying fallen trees, found a number of deep 
holes in their trunks which woodpeckers had 
m^ade years before the trees came to their death. 
In one instance, as I have related in "The Story 
of a Thousand- Year Pine" in "Wild Life on the 
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Rockies," a deep oblong hole was pecked in a 
pine nearly eight hundred years before it died. 
The hole filled with pitch and was overgrown 
with bark and wood. 

Woodpeckers commonly nest in a dead limb 
or trunk, a number of feet from the ground. 
Here, in the heart of things, they excavate a 
moderately roomy nest. It is common for many 
woodpeckers to peck out a deep hole in a dead 
tree for individual shelter during the winter. 
Generally neither nest nor winter lodging is used 
longer than a season. The abandoned holes are 
welcomed as shelters and nesting-places by many 
birds that prefer wooden- walled houses but can- 
not themselves construct them. Chickadees 
and bluebirds often nest in them. Screech owls 
frequently philosophize within these retreats. 
On bitter cold nights these holes shelter and 
save birds of many species. One autumn day, 
while watching beneath a pine, I saw fifteen 
brown nuthatches issue from a woodpecker's 
hole in a dead limb. Just what they were doing 
inside I cannot imagine; the extraordinary num- 
ber that had gathered therein made the incident 
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so unusual that for a long time I hesitated to 
tell it. However, early one autumn, Mr. Frank 
M. Chapman climbed up the mountainside to 
see me, and, while resting on the way up, he 
beheld twenty-seven nuthatches emerge from a 
hole in a pine. 

By tapping against dead tree-trunks I have 
often roused Mother Woodpecker from her nest. 
Thrusting out her head from a hole far above, she 
peered down with one eye and comically tilted 
her head to discover the cause of the disturb- 
ance. With long nose and head tilted to one 
side, she had both a storky and a philosophical 
appearance. The woodpecker, more than any 
other bird of my acquaintance, at times actu- 
ally appears to need only a pair of spectacles 
upon his nose in order fully to complete his atti- 
tude and expression of wisdom. 

The downy woodpecker, the smallest member 

of a family of twenty-four distinguished species, 

is the honored one. He is a confiding little fellow 

and I have often accompanied him on his daily 

rounds. He does not confine his attacks to the 

concealed enemies of the trees, but preys freely 
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upon caterpillars and other enemies which feast 
upon their leaves and bloom. He appears most 
content close to the haunts of man and spends 
much of his time caring for orchards and clean- 
ing up the shade trees. One morning in Mis- 
souri a downy alighted against the base of an 
apple tree within a few feet of where I was stand- 
ing. He arrived with an undulating flight and 
swept in sideways toward the trunk, as though 
thrown. Spat! he struck. For a moment he 
stuck motionless, then he began to sidle round 
and up the trunk. Every now and then he 
tapped with his bill or else stopped to peer into 
a bark-cavity. He devoured an insect egg- 
cluster, a spider, and a beetle of some kind be- 
fore ascending to the first limb. 

Just below the point of a limb's attachment 
he edged about, giving the tree-trunk a rattling 
patter of taps with his bill. He was sounding 
for something. Presently a spot appeared to 
satisfy him. Adjusting himself, he rained blows 
with his pick-axe bill upon this, tilting his head 
and directing the strokes with an apparently 
automatic action, now and then giving a side 

28 



swipe with his bill, probably to tear out a splin- 
ter or throw off a chip. In six minutes his prey 
was evidently in sight. Then he enlarged the 
hole and slightly deepened it vertically. Paus- 
ing, he thrust his head into the hole and his bill 
into a cavity beyond. With a backward tug he 
pulled his head out, then his bill, and at last 
his extended tongue with a grub impaled on its 
barbed point. This grub was dragged from the 
bottom of a crooked gallery at a point more than 
three inches beyond the bottom of the pecked 
hole. A useful bread-getting tool, this tongue of 
his, — a flexible, extensible spear. 

In another tree he uncovered a feast of ants 
and their eggs. Once a grasshopper alighted 
against another tree-trunk up which he was 
climbing. Downy seized him instantly. In one 
tree- top he consumed an entire tent-caterpillar 
colony. In four hours he examined the trunks, 
larger limbs, and many of the smaller ones of one 
hundred and thirty-eight apple trees. In this 
time he made twenty-two excavations, five of 
which were large ones. Among the insects de- 
voured were beetles, ants, their eggs and their 
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aphids, a grasshopper, a moth or two, and a 
colony of caterpillars. I followed him closely, 
and frequently was within a few feet of him. 
Often I saw his eyes, or rather one eye at a time ; 
and a number of times I imagined him about to 
look round and with merry laugh fly away, for 
he frequently acted like a happy child who is 
closely watching you while all the time merrily 
pretending not to see you. Yet, in all those four 
hours, he did not do a single thing which showed 
that he knew of my nearness or even of my 
existence! 

Examining each tree in turn, he moved down 
a long row and at the end flew without the slight- 
est pause to the first tree in the next row. From 
here he examined a line of trees diagonally 
across the orchard to the farther corner. Here 
he followed along the outside row until he flew 
away. The line of his inspection, from the time 
I first saw him until he flew away, formed a big 
letter ''N." 

During a wind-storm in a pine forest a dead 
tree fell near me and a flying limb knocked a 
downy, stunned, to the earth, by my feet. On 
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reviving in my hands, he showed but little ex- 
citement, and when my hands opened he pushed 
himself off as though to dive to the earth; but 
he skimmed and swung upward, landing against 
a tree- trunk about twenty feet distant. Up this 
he at once began to skate and sidle, exploring 
away as though nothing had happened and I 
were only a stump. 



3 OFTEN wish that an old beaver neighbor of mine 
would write the story of his life. Most of the 
time for eighteen years his mud hut was among 
the lilies of Lily Lake, Estes Park, Colorado. He 
lived through many wilderness dangers, escaped 
the strategy of trappers, and survived the danger- 
ous changes that come in with the home-builder. 
His life was long, stirring, and adventurous. If, in 
the first chapter of his life-story, he could record 
some of the strong, thrilling experiences which 
his ancestors must have related to him, his book 
would be all the better. 

" Flat-top," my beaver neighbor, was a pioneer 
and a colony-founder. It is probable that he was 
born in a beaver house on Wind River, and it is 
likely that he spent the first six years of his life 
along this crag and aspen bordered mountain 
stream. The first time I saw him he was leading 
an emigrant party out of this stream's steep- 
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walled upper course. He and his party settled, 
or rather resettled, Lily Lake. 

Flat- top was the name I gave him because of 
his straight back. In most beaver the shoulders 
swell plumply above the back line after the out- 
line of the grizzly bear. Along with this peculiar- 
ity, which enabled me to be certain of his presence, 
was another. This was his habit of gnawing trees 
off close to the earth when he felled them. The 
finding of an occasional low-cut stump assured 
me of his presence during the periods I failed to 
see him. 

The first beaver settlement in the lake appears 
to have been made in the early seventies, long 
before Flat-top was born, by a pair of beaver who 
were full of the pioneer spirit. These settlers ap- 
parently were the sole survivors of a large party 
of emigrants who tried to climb the rugged 
mountains to the lake, having been driven from 
their homes by encroaching human settlers. Af- 
ter a long, tedious journey, full of hardships and 
dangers, they climbed into the lake that was to 
them, for years, a real promised land. 

Driven from Willow Creek, they set o£E up- 
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stream in search of a new home, probably without 
knowing of Lily Lake, which was five miles dis- 
tant and two thousand feet up a steep, rocky 
mountain. These pilgrims had traveled only a 
little way upstream when they found themselves 
the greater portion of the time out of water. This 
was only a brook at its best and in most places it 
was such a shallow, tiny streamlet that in it they 
could not dive beyond the reach of enemies or 
even completely cool themselves. In stretches 
the water spread thinly over a grassy flat or a 
smooth granite slope ; again it was lost in the 
gravel; or, murmuring faintly, pursued its way 
out of sight beneath piles of boulder, — marbles 
shaped by the Ice King. Much of the time they 
were compelled to travel upon land exposed to 
their enemies. Water-holes in which they could 
escape and rest were long distances apart. 

This plodding, perilous five-mile journey which 
the beaver made up the mountain to the lake 
would be easy and care-free for an animal with 
the physical make-up of a bear or a wolf, but 
with the beaver it is not surprising that only two 
of the emigrants survived this supreme trial and. 
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escaped the numerous dangers of the pilgrim- 
age. 

Lily Lake is a shallow, rounded lily garden 
that reposes in a glacier meadow at an altitude 
of nine thousand feet ; its golden pond-lilies often 
dance among reflected snowy peaks, while over 
it the granite crags of Lily Mountain rise several 
hundred feet. A few low, sedgy, grassy acres 
border half the shore, while along the remainder 
are crags, aspen groves, willow-clumps, and scat- 
tered pines. Its waters come from springs in its 
western margin and overflow across a low grassy 
bar on its curving eastern shore. 

It was autumn when these beaver pioneers 
came to Lily Lake's primitive and poetic border. 
The large green leaves of the pond-lily rested 
upon the water, while from the long green stems 
had fallen the sculptured petals of gold ; the wil- 
lows were wearing leaves of brown and bronze, 
and the yellow tremulous robes of the aspens 
glowed in the golden sunlight. 

These fur-clad pioneers made a dugout — a hole 
in the bank — and busily gathered winter food 
until stopped by frost and snow ; then, almost 
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care-free, they dozed away the windy winter days 
while the lake was held in waveless ice beneath 
the drifting snow. 

The next summer a house was built in the lily 
pads near the shore. Here a number of children 
were born during the few tranquil years that fol- 
lowed. These times came to an end one bright 
midsummer day. Lord Dunraven had a ditch 
cut in the outlet rim of the lake with the inten- 
tion of draining it that his fish ponds, several 
miles below in his Estes Park game-preserve, 
might have water. A drouth had prevailed for 
several months, and a new water-supply must be 
had or the fish ponds would go dry. The water 
poured forth through the ditch, and the days of 
the colony appeared to be numbered. 

A beaver must have water for safety and for 
the ease of movement of himself and his supplies. 
He is skillful in maintaining a dam and in reg- 
ulating the water-supply; these two things re- 
quire much of his time. In Lily Lake the dam 
and the water question had been so nicely con- 
trolled by nature that with these the colonists 
had had nothing to do. However, they still knew 

36 



how to build dams, and water-control had not be- 
come a lost art. The morning after the comple- 
tion of the drainage ditch, a man was sent up to 
the lake to find out why the water was not com- 
ing down. A short time after the ditch-diggers 
had departed, the lowering water had aroused the 
beaver, who had promptly placed a dam in the 
mouth of the ditch. The man removed this dam 
and went down to report. The beaver speedily re- 
placed it. Thrice did the man return and destroy 
their dam, but thrice did the beaver promptly 
restore it. 

The dam-material used in obstructing the ditch 
consisted chiefly of the peeled sticks from which 
the beaver had eaten the bark in winter ; along 
with these were mud and grass. The fourth 
time that the ditch guard returned, he threw 
away all the material in the dam and then set 
some steel traps in the water by the mouth of the 
ditch. The first two beaver who came to reblock- 
ade the ditch were caught in these traps and 
drowned while struggling to free themselves. 
Other beaver heroically continued the work that 
these had begun. The cutting down of saplings 
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and the procuring of new material made their 
work slow, very slow, in the face of the swiftly 
escaping water; when the ditch was at last ob- 
structed, a part of the material which formed this 
new dam consisted of the traps and the dead 
bodies of the two beaver who had bravely perished 
while trying to save the colony. 

The ditch guard returned with a rifle, and 
came to stay. The first beaver to come within 
range was shot. The guard again removed the 
dam, made a fire about twenty feet from the ditch, 
and planned to spend the night on guard, rifle 
in hand. Toward morning he became drowsy, 
sat down by the fire, heard the air in the pines 
at his back, watched the star-sown water, and 
finally fell asleep. While he thus slept, with his 
rifle across his lap, the beaver placed another — 
their last — obstruction before the outrushing 
water. 

On awakening, the sleeper tore out the dam 
and stood guard over the ditch. All that after- 
noon a number of beaver hovered about, watch- 
ing for an opportunity to stop the water again. 
Their opportunity never came, and three who 
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ventured too near the rifleman gave up their 
lives, — reddening the clear water with their life- 
blood in vain. 

The lake was drained, and the colonists aban- 
doned their homes. One night, a few days after 
the iinal attempt to blockade the ditch, an unwill- 
ing beaver emigrant party climbed silently out 
of the uncovered entrance of their house and 
made their way quietly, slowly, beneath the stars, 
across the mountain, descending thence to Wind 
River, where they founded a new colony. 

Winter came to the old lake-bed, and the lily 
roots froze and died. The beaver houses rapidly 
crumbled, and for a few years the picturesque 
ruins of the beaver settlement, like many a set- 
tlement abandoned by man, stood pathetically 
in the midst of wilderness desolation. Slowly the 
water rose to its old level in the lake, as the out- 
let ditch gradually filled with swelling turf and 
drifting sticks and trash. Then the lilies came 
back with rafts of green and boats of gold to 
enliven this lakelet of repose. 

One autumn morning, while returning to my 
cabin after a night near the stars on Lily Moun- 
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tain, I paused on a crag to watch the changing 
morning light down Wind River Canon. While 
thus engaged, Flat-top and a party of colonists 
came along a game trail within a few yards of 
me, evidently bound for the lake, which was only 
a short distance away. I silently followed thenu 
This was my introduction to Flat-top. 

On the shore these seven adventurers paused 
for a moment to behold the scene, or, possibly, to 
dream of empire ; then they waddled out into the 
water and made a circuit of the lake. Probably 
Flat-top had been here before as an explorer. 
Within two hours after their arrival these colon- 
ists began building for a permanent settlement 

It was late to begin winter preparation. The 
clean, white aspens had shed their golden leaves 
and stood waiting to welcome the snows. This 
lateness may account for the makeshift of a hut 
which the colonists constructed. This was built 
against the bank with only one edge in the water ; 
the entrance to it was a twelve-foot tunnel that 
ended in the lake-bottom where the water was 
two feet deep. 

The beaver were collecting green aspen and 
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willow cuttings in the water by the tunnel-entrance 
when the lake froze over. Fortunately for the 
colonists, with their scanty supply of food, the 
winter was a short one, and by the first of April 
they were able to dig the roots of water plants 
along the shallow shore where the ice had melted. 
One settler succumbed during the winter, but 
by summer the others had commenced work on 
a permanent house, which was completed before 
harvest time. 

I had a few glimpses of the harvest-gathering 
and occasionally saw Flat-top. One evening, while 
watching the harvesters, I saw three new workers. 
Three emigrants — from somewhere — had joined 
the colonists. A total of fifteen, five of whom 
were youngsters, went into winter quarters, — a 
large, comfortable house, a goodly supply of food, 
and a location off the track of trappers. The cold, 
white days promised only peace. But an unpre- 
ventable catastrophe came before the winter was 
half over. 

One night a high wind began to bombard the 
ice-bound lake with heavy blasts. The force of 
these intermittent gales suggested that the wind 
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was trying to dislodge the entire ice covering of 
the lake; and indeed that very nearly happened. 

Before the crisis came, I went to the lake, believ- 
ing it to be the best place to witness the full effects 
of this most enthusiastic wind. Across the ice 
the gale boomed, roaring in the restraining forest 
beyond. These broken rushes set the ice vibrat- 
ing and the water rolling and swelling beneath. 
During one of these blasts the swelling water 
burst the ice explosively upward in a fractured 
ridge entirely across the lake. In the next few 
minutes the entire surface broke up, and the wind 
began to drive the cakes upon the windward 
shore. 

A large flatboat cake was swept against the 
beaver house, sheared it off on the water-line, 
and overturned the conelike top into the lake. 
The beaver took refuge in the tunnel which ran 
beneath the lake-bottom. This proved a death- 
trap, for its shore end above the water-line was 
clogged with ice. As the lake had swelled and 
surged beneath the beating of the wind, the water 
had gushed out and streamed back into the tunnel 

again and again, until ice formed in and closed 
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the outer entrance. Against this ice four beaver 
were smothered or drowned. I surmised the 
tragedy but was helpless to prevent it. Mean- 
while the others doubled back and took refuge 
upon the ruined stump of their home. From a 
clump of near-by pines I watched this wild drama. 

Less than half an hour after the house was 
wrecked, these indomitable animals began to re- 
build it. Lashed by icy waves, beaten by the 
wind, half-coated with ice, these home-loving 
people strove to rebuild their home. Mud was 
brought from the bottom of the pond and piled 
upon the shattered foundation. This mud set — 
froze — almost instantly on being placed. They 
worked desperately, and from time to time I caught 
sight of Flat-top. Toward evening it appeared 
possible that the house might be restored, but, 
just as darkness was falling, a roaring gust struck 
the lake and a great swell threw the new part 
into the water. 

The colonists gave up the hopeless task and 
that night fled down the mountain. Two were 
killed before they had gone a quarter of a mile. 
Along the trail were three other red smears upon 
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the crusted snow; each told of a death and a 
feast upon the wintry mountain-side among the 
solemn pines. Flat-top with five others finally 
gained the Wind River Colony, from which he 
had led his emigrants two years before. 

One day the following June, while examining 
the lilies in the lake, I came upon a low, freshly 
cut stump; — Flat-top had returned. A number 
of colonists were with him and all had come to 
stay. 

All sizable aspen that were within a few yards 
of the water had been cut away, but at the south- 
west corner of the lake, about sixty feet from the 
shore, was an aspen thicket. Flat-top and his 
fellow workers cut a canal from the lake through 
a low, sedgy flat into this aspen thicket. The canal 
was straight, about fourteen inches deep and 
twenty-six inches wide. Its walls were smoothly 
cut and most of the excavated material was piled 
evenly on one side of the canal and about eight 
inches from it. It had an angular, mechanical ap- 
pearance, and suggested the work not of a beaver, 
but of man, and that of a very careful man too. 

Down this canal the colonists floated the tim- 
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bers used in building their two houses. On the 
completion of the houses, the home-builders re- 
turned to the grove and procured winter supplies. 
In most cases the small aspen were floated to the 
pile between the houses with an adept skill, with- 
out severing the trunk or cutting off a single 
limb. 

The colonists had a few years of ideal beaver 
life. One summer I came upon Flat-top and a 
few other beaver by the brook that drains the 
lake, and at a point about half a mile below its 
outlet. It was along this brook that Flat-top's 
intrepid ancestors had painfully climbed to estab- 
lish the first settlement in the lake. Commonly 
each summer several beaver descended the moun- 
tain and spent a few weeks of vacation along 
Wind River. Invariably they returned before the 
end of August; and autumn harvest-gathering 
usually began shortly after their return. 

Year after year the regularly equipped trappers 
passed the lake without stopping. The houses 
did not show distinctly from the trail, and the 
trappers did not know that there were beaver in 
this place. But this peaceful, populous lake was 
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not forever to remain immune from the wiles of 
man, and one day it was planted with that bar- 
baric, cruel torture-machine, the steel trap. 

A cultured consumptive, who had returned 
temporarily to nature, was boarding at a ranch 
house several miles away. While out riding he 
discovered the colony and at once resolved to 
depopulate it. The beaver ignored his array of 
traps until he enlisted the services of an old 
trapper, whose skill sent most of the beaver to 
their death before the sepia-colored catkins ap- 
peared upon the aspens. Flat-top escaped. 

The ruinous raid of the trappers was followed 
by a dry season, and during the drouth a rancher 
down the mountain came up prospecting for 
waten He cut a ditch in the outlet ridge of the 
lake, and out gushed the water. He started home 
in a cheerful mood, but long before he arrived, 
the " first engineers " had blocked his ditch. Dur- 
ing the next few days and nights the rancher 
made many trips from his house to the lake, 
and when he was not in the ditch, swearing, and 
opening it, the beaver were in it shutting ofiE 
the water. 
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From time to time I dropped around to see 
the struggle, one day coming upon the scene 
while the beaver were completing a blockade. 
For a time the beaver hesitated ; then they partly 
resumed operations and carried material to the 
spot, but without showing themselves entirely 
above water. When it appeared that they must 
have enough to complete the blockade, I advanced 
a trifle nearer so as to have a good view while 
they placed the accumulated material. For a time 
not a beaver showed himself. By and by an aged 
one climbed out of the water, pretending not 
to notice me, and deliberately piled things right 
and left until he had completed the ditch-dam- 
ming to his satisfaction. This act was audacious 
and truly heroic. The hero was Flat-top. 

In this contest with the rancher, the beaver 
persisted and worked so effectively that they at 
last won and saved their homes, in the face of what 
appeared to be an unconquerable opposition. 

A little while after this incident, a home-seeker 
came along, and, liking the place, built a cabin in 
a clump of pines close to the southern shore. 
Though he was a gray old man without a family, 
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I imagined he would exterminate the beaver and 
looked upon him with a lack of neighborly 
feeling. 

Several months went by, and I had failed to 
call upon him, but one day while passing I heard 
him order a trapper oflF the place. This order was 
accompanied by so strong a declaration of prin- 
ciples — together with a humane plea for the life 
of every wild animal — that I made haste to call 
that evening. 

One afternoon in a pine thicket, close to the 
lake-shore, I came upon two gray wolves, both 
devouring beaver, which had met their death 
while harvesting aspens for winter. The follow- 
ing spring I had a more delightful glimpse of 
life in the wilds. Within fifty feet of the lake- 
shore stood a large pine stump that rose about 
ten feet from the ground. Feeling that I should 
escape notice if I sat still on the top, I climbed 
up. Though it was mid-forenoon, the beaver 
came out of the lake and wandered about nib- 
bling here and there at the few green plants of 
early spring. They did not detect me. They ac- 
tually appeared to enjoy themselves. This is the 
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only time that I ever saw a beaver fully at ease 
and apparently happy on land. In the midst of 
their pleasures, a flock of mountain sheep came 
along and mingled with them. The beaver paused 
and stared; now and then a sheep would mo- 
mentarily stare at a beaver, or snifiE the air as 
though he did not quite like beaver odor. In less 
than a minute the flock moved on, but just as 
they started, a beaver passed in front of the lead 
ram, who made a pla5rful pretense of a butt at 
him; to this the beaver paid not the slightest 
heed. 

During the homesteader's second summer he 
concluded to raise the outlet ridge, deepen the 
water, and make a fish pond of the lake. Being 
poor, he worked alone with wheelbarrow and 
shovel. The beaver evidently watched the pro- 
gress of the work, and each morning their fresh 
footprints showed in the newly piled earth. 
Shortly before the dam was completed, the home- 
steader was called away for a few days, and on 
his return he was astonished to find that the 
beaver had completed his dam ! The part made 
by the beaver suited him as to height and length, 
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so he covered it over with earth and allowed it to 
remain. His work in turn was inspected and ap- 
parently approved by the beaver. 

How long does a beaver live? Trappers say 
from fifteen to fifty years. I had glimpses of 
Flat-top through eighteen years, and he must 
have been not less than four years of age when I 
first met him. This would make his age twenty- 
two years ; but he may have been six years of 
age — he looked it — the morning he first led 
emigrants into Lily Lake; and he may have 
lived a few years after I saw him last. But only 
the chosen few among the beaver can succeed in 
living as long as Flat-top. The last time I saw 
him was the day he dared me and blockaded the 
drain ditch and stopped the outrushing water. 

Flat-top has vanished, and the kind old home- 
steader has gone to his last long sleep ; but the 
lake still remains, and still there stands a beaver 
house among the pond-lilies. 



^^^HERE are you going?" was the question 
AA/ asked me one snowy winter day. After 
hearing that I was off on a camping-trip, to be 
gone several days, and that the place where I in- 
tended to camp was in deep snow on the upper 
slopes of the Rockies, the questioners laughed 
heartily. Knowing me, some questioners realized 
that I was in earnest, and all that they could say 
in the nature of argument or appeal was said to 
cause me to "forego the folly." But I went, and 
in the romance of a new world — on the Rockies 
in winter— I lived intensely through ten strong 
days and nights, and gave to my life new and 
rare experiences. Afterwards I made other win- 
ter excursions, all of which were stirring and 
satisfactory. The recollection of these winter 
experiences is as complete and exhilarating as 
any in the vista of my memory. 

Some years after my first winter camping-trip, 
I found myself holding a strange position, — that 
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of the "State Snow Observer of Colorado." I 
have never heard of another position like it. Pro- 
fessor L. G. Carpenter, the celebrated irrigation 
engineer, was making some original investiga- 
tions concerning forests and the water-supply. 
He persuaded me to take the position, and under 
his direction I worked as a government exper- 
iment officer. For three successive winters I 
traversed the upper slopes of the Rockies and 
explored the crest of the continent, alone. While 
on this work, I was instructed to make notes on 
" those things that are likely to be of interest or 
value to the Department of Agriculture or the 
Weather Bureau," — and to be careful not to 
lose my life. 

On these winter trips I carried with me a cam- 
era, thermometer, barometer, compass, notebook, 
and folding axe. The food carried usually was 
only raisins. I left all bedding behind. Notwith- 
standing I was alone and in the wilds, I did not 
carry any kind of a gun. 

The work made it necessary for me to ramble 
the wintry heights in sunshine and storm. Often 
I was out, or rather up, in a blizzard, and on 
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more than one occasion I was out for two weeks 
on the snow-drifted crest of the continent, without 
seeing any one. I went beyond the trails and vis- 
ited the silent places alone. I invaded gulches, 
eagerly walked the splendid forest aisles, wan- 
dered in the dazzling glare on dreary alpine 
moorlands, and scaled the peaks over mantles of 
ice and snow. I had many experiences, — amus- 
ing, dangerous, and exciting. There was abun- 
dance of life and fun in the work. On many an 
evening darkness captured me and compelled 
me to spend the night in the wilds without 
bedding, and often without food. During these 
nights I kept a camp-fire blazing until daylight 
released me. When the night was mild, I man- 
aged to sleep a little, — in installments, — rising 
from time to time to give wood to the eager fire. 
Sometimes a scarcity of wood kept me busy gath- 
ering it all night ; and sometimes the night was so 
cold that I did not risk going to sleep. During 
these nights I watched my flaming fountain of 
fire brighten, fade, surge, and change, or shower 
its spray of sparks upon the surrounding snow- 
flowers. Strange reveries I have had by these 
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winter camp-fires. On a few occasions mountain • 
lions interrupted my thoughts with their pier- 
cing, lonely cries ; and more than once a reverie 
was pleasantly changed by the whisper of a chick- 
adee in some near-by tree as a cold comrade 
snuggled up to it. Even during the worst of 
nights, when I thought of my lot at all. I con- 
sidered it better than that of those who were sick 
in houses or asleep in the stufify, deadly air of the 
slums. 

" Believe me, 't is something to be cast 
Face to face with thine own self at last." 

Not all nights were spent outdoors. Many a 
royal evening was passed in the cabin of a miner 
or a prospector, or by the fireside of a family who 
for some reason had left the old home behind and 
sought seclusion in wild scenes, miles from neigh- 
bors. Among Colorado's mountains there are an 
unusual number of strong characters who are try- 
ing again. They are strong because broken plans, 
lost fortunes, or shattered health elsewhere have 
not ended their efforts or changed their ideals. 
Many are trying to restore health, some are trying 
again to prosper, others are just making a start in 
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life, but there are a few who, far from the mad- 
ding crowd, are living happily the simple life. 
Sincerity, hope, and repose enrich the lives of 
those who live among the crags and pines of 
mountain fastnesses. Many a happy evening I 
have had with a family, or an old prospector, who 
gave me interesting scraps of autobiography along 
with a lodging for the night. 

The snow-fall on the mountains of Colorado is 
very unevenly distributed, and is scattered through 
seven months of the year. Two places only a few 
miles apart, and separated by a mountain-range, 
may have very different climates, and one of these 
may have twice as much snow-fall as the other. 
On the middle of the upper slopes of the moun- 
tains the snow sometimes falls during seven 
months of the year. At an altitude of eleven 
thousand feet the annual fall amounts to eight- 
een feet. This is several times the amount that 
falls at an altitude of six thousand feet. In a lo- 
cality near Crested Butte the annual fall is thirty 
feet, and during snowy winters even fifty feet. 
Most winter days are clear, and the climate less 
severe than is usually imagined. 
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One winter I walked on snowshoes on the 
upper slopes of the " snowy " range of the Rock- 
ies, from the Wyoming line on the north to near 
the New Mexico line on the south. This was a 
long walk, and it was full of amusement and ad- 
venture. I walked most of the way on the crest 
of the continent. The broken nature of the sur- 
face gave me ups and downs. Sometimes I would 
descend to the level of seven thousand feet, and 
occasionally I climbed some peak that was four- 
teen thousand feet above the tides. 

I had not been out many days on this trip 
when I was caught in a storm on the heights 
above tree-line. I at once started downward for 
the woods. The way among the crags and preci- 
pices was slippery; the wind threatened every 
moment to hurl me over a cliff ; the wind-blown 
snow filled the air so that I could see only a few 
feet, and at times not at all. But it was too cold 
to stop. For two hours I fought my way down- 
ward through the storm, and so dark was it dur- 
ing the last half-hour that I literally felt my way . 
with my staff. Once in the woods, I took off a 
snowshoe, dug a large hole in the snow down to 

56 



the earth, built a fire, and soon forgot the peril- 
ous descent. After eating from my supply of rai- 
sins, I dozed a little, and woke to find all calm 
and the moon shining in glory on a snowy moun- 
tain-world of peaks and pines. I put on my snow- 
shoes, climbed upward beneath the moon, and 
from the summit of Lead Mountain, thirteen 
thousand feet high, saw the sun rise in splendor 
on a world of white. 

The tracks and records in the snow which I 
read in passing made something of a daily news- 
paper for me. They told much of news of the 
wilds. Sometimes I read of the games that the 
snowshoe rabbit had played ; of a starving time 
among the brave mountain sheep on the heights; 
of the quiet content in the ptarmigan neighbor- 
hood ; of the dinner that the pines had given the 
grouse ; of the amusements and exercises on the 
deer's stamping-ground ; of the cunning of foxes ; 
of the visits of magpies, the excursions of lynxes, 
and the red records of mountain lions. 

The mountain lion is something of a game- 
hog and an epicure. He prefers warm blood for 
every meal, and is very wasteful. I have much 
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evidence against him ; his worst one-day record 
that I have shows five tragedies. In this time he 
killed a mountain sheep, a fawn, a grouse, a 
rabbit, and a porcupine ; and as if this were not 
enough, he was about to kill another sheep when 
a dark object on snowshoes shot down the slope 
near by and disturbed him. The instances where 
he has attacked human beings are rare, but he 
will watch and follow one for hours with the 
utmost caution and curiosity. One morning after 
a night-journey through the wood, I turned back 
and doubled my trail. After going a short dis- 
tance I came to the track of a lion alongside my 
own. I went back several miles and read the 
lion's movements. He had watched me closely. 
At every place where I rested he had crept up 
close, and at the place where I had sat down 
against a stump he had crept up to the opposite 
side of the stump, — and I fear while I dozed! 

One night during this expedition I had lodg- 
ing in an old and isolated prospector's cabin, 
with two young men who had very long hair. 
For months they had been in seclusion, " gath- 
ering wonderful herbs," hunting out prescriptions 
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for every human ill, and waiting for their hair to 
grow long. I hope they prepared some helpful, 
or at least harmless prescriptions, for, ere this, 
they have become picturesque, and I fear pros- 
perous, medicine-men on some populous street- 
corner. One day I had dinner on the summit of 
Mt. Lincoln, fourteen thousand feet above the 
ocean. I ate with some miners who were digging 
out their fortune ; and was " the only caller in 
five months." 

But I was not always a welcome guest. At 
one of the big mining-camps I stopped for mail 
^nd to rest for a day or so. I was all " rags and 
tags," and had several broken strata of geology 
and charcoal on my face in addition. Before I 
had got well into the town, from all quarters 
came dogs, each of which seemed determined to 
make it necessary for me to buy some clothes. 
As I had already determined to do this, I kept 
the dogs at bay for a time, and then sought 
refuge in a first-class hotel ; from this the porter, 
stimulated by an excited order from the clerk, 
promptly and literally kicked me out! 

In the robings of winter how different the 
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mountains than when dressed in the bloom of 
summer! In no place did the change seem more 
marked than on some terrace over which sum- 
mer flung the lacy drapery of a white cascade, 
or where a wild waterfall " leapt in glory." 
These places in winter were glorified with the 
fine arts of ice, — " frozen music," as some one 
has defined architecture, — for here winter had 
constructed from water a wondrous array of 
columns, panels, filigree, fretwork, relief-work, 
arches, giant icicles, and stalagmites as large as, 
and in ways resembling, a big tree with a fluted 
full-length mantle of ice. 

Along the way were extensive areas covered 
with the ruins of fire-killed trees. Most of the 
forest fires which had caused these were the re- 
sult of carelessness. The timber destroyed by 
these fires had been needed by thousands of 
home-builders. The robes of beauty which they 
had burned from the mountain-sides are a seri- 
ous loss. These fire ruins preyed upon me, and I 
resolved to do something to save the remaining 
forests. The opportunity came shortly after the 
resolution was made. 
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Two days before reaching the objective point, 
farthest south, my food gave out, and I fasted. 
But as soon as I reached the end, I started to 
descend the heights, and very naturally knocked 
at the door of the first house I came to, and 
asked for something to eat. I supposed I was at 
a pioneer's cabin. A handsome, neatly dressed 
young lady came to the door, and when her eyes 
fell upon me she blushed and then turned pale. 
I was sorry that my appearance had alarmed her, 
but I repeated my request for something to eat. 
Just then, through the half-open door behind the 
young lady, came the laughter of children, and 
a glance into the room told me that I was before 
a mountain schoolhouse. By this time the teacher, 
to whom I was talking, startled me by inviting 
me in. As I sat eating a luncheon to which the 
teacher and each one of the six school-children 
contributed, the teacher explained to me that she 
was recently from the East, and that I so well fitted 
her ideas of a Western desperado that she was 
frightened at first. When I finished eating, I made 
my first after-dinner speech ; it was also my first 
attempt to make a forestry address. One point I 
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tried to bring out was concerning the destruction 
wrought by forest fires. Among other things I 
said : " During the past few years in Colorado, for- 
est fires, which ought never to have been started, 
have destroyed many million dollars' worth of tim- 
ber, and the area over which the fires have burned 
aggregates twenty-five thousand square miles. 
This area of forest would put on the equator an 
evergreen-forest belt one mile wide that would 
reach entirely around the world. Along with this 
forest have perished many of the animals and thou- 
sands of beautiful birds who had homes in it." 

I finally bade all good-bye, went on my way 
rejoicing, and in due course arrived at Denver, 
where a record of one of my longest winter ex- 
cursions was written. 

In order to give an idea of one of my briefer 
winter walks, I close this chapter with an ac- 
count of a round-trip snowshoe journey from 
Estes Park to Grand Lake, the most thrilling 
and adventurous that has ever entertained me on 
the trail. 

One February morning I set off alone on 
snowshoes to cross the " range," for the purpose 
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of making some snow-measurements. The nature 
of my work for the State required the closest ob- 
servation of the character and extent of the snow 
in the mountains. I hoped to get to Grand Lake 
for the night, but I was on the east side of the 
range, and Grand Lake was on the west. Along 
the twenty-five miles of trail there was only wil- 
derness, without a single house. The trail was 
steep and the snow very soft. Five hours were 
spent in gaining timber-line, which was only six 
miles from my starting-place, but four thousand 
feet above it. Rising in bold grandeur above me 
was the summit of Long's Peak, and this, with 
the great hills of drifted snow, out of which here 
and there a dwarfed and distorted tree thrust its 
top, made timber-line seem weird and lonely. 

From this point the trail wound for six miles 
across bleak heights before it came down to tim- 
ber on the other side of the range. I set forward 
as rapidly as possible, for the northern sky looked 
stormy. I must not only climb up fifteen hun- 
dred feet, but must also skirt the icy edges of 
several precipices in order to gain the summit. 
My friends had warned me that the trip was a 
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foolhardy one even on a clear, calm day, but I was 
fated to receive the fury of a snowstorm while 
on the most broken portion of the trail. 

The tempest came on with deadly cold and 
almost blinding violence. The wind came with 
awful surges, and roared and boomed among 
the crags. The clouds dashed and seethed along 
the surface, shutting out all landmarks. I was 
every moment in fear of slipping or being blown 
over a precipice, but there was no shelter ; I was 
on the roof of the continent, twelve thousand five 
hundred feet above sea-level, and to stop in the 
bitter cold meant deaths 

It was still three miles to timber on the west 
slope, and I found it impossible to keep the trail. 
Fearing to perish if I tried to follow even the gen- 
eral course of the trail, I abandoned it altogether, 
and started for the head of a gorge, down which 
I thought it would be possible to climb to the 
nearest timber. Nothing definite could be seen. 
The clouds on the snowy surface and the light 
electrified air gave the eye only optical illusions. 
The outline of every object was topsy-turvy and 
dim. The large stones that I thought to step 

64 



on were not there ; and, when apparently passing 
others, I bumped into them. Several times I fell 
headlong by stepping out for a drift and finding 
a depression. 

In the midst of these illusions I walked out 
on a snow-cornice that overhung a precipice! 
Unable to see clearly, I had no realization of my 
danger until I felt the snow giving way beneath 
me. I had seen the precipice in summer, and 
knew it was more than a thousand feet to the 
bottom ! Down I tumbled, carrying a large frag- 
ment of the snow-cornice with me. I could see 
nothing, and I was entirely helpless. Then, just 
as the full comprehension of the awful thing 
that was happening swept over me, the snow 
falling beneath me suddenly stopped. I plunged 
into it, completely burying myself. Then I, too, 
no longer moved downward ; my mind gradually 
admitted the knowledge that my body, together 
with a considerable mass of the snow, had fallen 
upon a narrow ledge and caught there. More of 
the snow came tumbling after me, and it was a 
matter of some minutes before I succeeded iu 
extricating myself. 
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When I thrust my head out of the snow-mass 
and looked about me, I was first appalled by a 
glance outward, which revealed the terrible height 
of the precipice on the face of which I was hang- 
ing. Then I was relieved by a glance upward, 
which showed me that I was only some twenty 
feet from the top, and that a return thither would 
not be very difficult. But if I had walked from 
the top a few feet farther back, I should have 
fallen a quarter of a mile. 

One of my showshoes came off as I struggled 
out, so I took off the other shoe and used it as a 
scoop to uncover the lost web. But it proved very 
slow and dangerous work. With both shoes off I 
sank chest-deep in the- snow ; if I ventured too 
near the edge of the ledge, the snow would prob- 
ably slip off and carry me to the bottom of the 
precipice. It was only after two hours of effort 
that the shoe was recovered. 

When I first struggled to the surface of the* 
snow on the ledge, I looked at once to find a way 
back to the top of the precipice. I quickly saw 
that by following the ledge a few yards beneath 
the unbroken snow-cornice I could climb to the 
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top over some jagged rocks. As soon as I had 
recovered the shoe, I started round the ledge. 
When I had almost reached the jagged rocks, 
the snow-cornice caved upon me, and not only 
buried me, but came perilously near knocking me 
into the depths beneath. But at last I stood upon 
the top in safety. 

A short walk from the top brought me out 
upon a high hill of snow that sloped steeply 
down into the woods. The snow was soft, and I 
sat down in it and slid "a blue streak" — my blue 
overalls recording the streak — for a quarter of a 
mile, and then came to a sudden and confusing 
stop ; one of my webs had caught on a spine of 
one of the dwarfed and almost buried trees at 
timber-line. 

When I had traveled a short distance below 
timber-line, a fearful crashing caused me to turn ; 
I was in time to see fragments of snow flying in 
all directions, and snow-dust boiling up in a great 
geyser column. A snow-sUde had swept down 
and struck a granite cliff. As I stood there, an- 
other slide started on the heights above timber, 
and with a far-off roar swept down in awful mag- 
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nificence, with a comet-like tail of snow-dust 
Just at timber-line it struck a ledge and glanced 
to one side, and at the same time shot up into 
the air so high that for an instant I saw the 
treetops beneath it. But it came back to earth 
with awful force, and I felt the ground trem- 
ble as it crushed a wide way through the woods. 
It finally brought up at the bottom of a gulch 
with a wreckage of hundreds of noble spruce 
trees that it had crushed down and swept be- 
fore it. 

As I had left the trail on the heights, I was 
now far from it and in a rugged and wholly un- 
frequented section, so that coming upon the fresh 
tracks of a mountain lion did not surprise me. 
But I was not prepared for what occurred soon 
afterward. Noticing a steamy vapor rising from 
a hole in the snow by the protruding roots of an 
overturned tree, I walked to the hole to learn the 
cause of it. One whiff of the vapor stiffened my 
hair and limbered my legs. I shot down a steep 
slope, dodging trees and rocks. The vapor was 
rank with the odor from a bear. 

At the bottom of the slope I found the frozen 
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surface of a stream much easier walking than the 
soft snow. All went well until I came to some 
rapids, where, with no warning whatever, the thin 
ice dropped me into the cold current among the 
boulders. I scrambled to my feet, with the ice 
flying like broken glass. The water came only a 
little above my knees, but as I had gone under 
the surface, and was completely drenched, I 
made an enthusiastic move toward the bank. Now 
snowshoes are not adapted for walking either in 
swift water or among boulders. I realized this 
thoroughly after they had several times tripped 
me, sprawling, into the liquid cold. Finally I sat 
down in the water, took them off, and came out 
gracefully. 

I gained the bank with chattering teeth and an 
icy armor. My pocket thermometer showed two 
degrees above zero. Another storm was bearing 
down upon me from the range, and the sun was 
sinking. But the worst of it all was that there 
were several miles of rough and strange country 
between me and Grand Lake that would have to 
be made in the dark. I did not care to take any 
more chances on the ice, so I spent a hard hour 
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climbing out of the canon. The climb warmed 
me and set my clothes steaming. 

My watch indicated six o'clock. A fine snow 
was falling, and it was dark and cold. I had been 
exercising for twelve hours without rest, and had 
eaten nothing since the previous day, as I never 
take breakfast. I made a fire and lay down on a 
rock by it to relax, and also to dry my clothes. 
In half an hour I started on again. Rocky and 
forest-covered ridges lay between me and Grand 
Lake. In the darkness I certainly took the worst 
way. I met with too much resistance in the 
thickets and too little on the slippery places, so 
that when, at eleven o'clock that night, I entered 
a Grand Lake Hotel, my appearance was not pre- 
possessing. 

The next day, after a few snow-measurements, 
I set off to re-cross the range. In order to avoid 
warm bear-dens and cold streams, I took a dif- 
ferent route. It was a much longer way than 
the one I had come by, so I went to a hunter's 
deserted cabin for the night. The cabin had no 
door, and I could see the stars through the roof. 

The old sheet-iron stove was badly rusted and 
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broken. Most of the night I spent chopping 
wood, and I did not sleep at all. But I had a 
good rest by the stove, where I read a little from 
a musty pamphlet on palmistry that I found 
between the logs of the cabin. I always carry 
candles with me. When the wind is blowing, the 
wood damp, and the fingers numb, they are of 
inestimable value in kindling a fire. I do not 
carry firearms, and during the night, when a lion 
gave a blood-freezing screech, I wished he were 
somewhere else. 

Daylight found me climbing toward the top 
of the range through the Medicine Bow National 
Forest, among some of the noblest evergreens in 
Colorado. When the sun came over the range, 
the silent forest vistas became magnificent with 
bright lights and deep shadows. At timber-line 
the bald rounded summit of the range, like a 
gigantic white turtle, rose a thousand feet above 
me. The slope was steep and very icy; a gusty 
wind whirled me about. Climbing to the top 
would be like going up a steep ice-covered house- 
roof. It would be a dangerous and barely pos- 
sible undertaking. But as I did not have courage 
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enough to retreat, I threw ofif my snowshoes and 
started up. I cut a place in the ice for every step. 
There was nothing to hold to, and a slip meant 
a fatal slide. 

With rushes from every quarter, the wind did 
its best to freeze or overturn me. My ears froze, 
and my fingers grew so cold that they could 
hardly hold the ice-axe. But after an hour of con- 
stant peril and ever-increasing exhaustion, I got 
above the last ice and stood upon the snow. The 
snow was solidly packed, and, leaving my snow- 
shoes strapped across my shoulders, I went scram- 
bling up. Near the top of the range a ledge 
of granite cropped out through the snow, and 
toward this I hurried. Before making a final 
spurt to the ledge, I paused to breathe. As I 
stopped, I was startled by sounds like the creak- 
ing of wheels on a cold, snowy street. The snow 
beneath me was slipping ! I had started a snow- 
slide. 

Almost instantly the slide started down the 

slope with me on it. The direction in which it 

was going and the speed it was making would in 

a few seconds carry it down two thousand feet of 
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slope, where it would leap over a precipice into 
the woods. I was on the very upper edge of the 
snow that had started, and this was the tail-end 
of the slide. I tried to stand up in the rushing 
snow, but its speed knocked my feet from under 
me, and in an instant I was rolled beneath the 
surface. Beneath the snow, I went tumbling on 
with it for what seemed like a long time, but I 
know, of course, that it was for only a second or 
two ; then my feet struck against something solid. 
I was instantly flung to the surface again, where 
I either was spilled off, or else fell through, the 
end of the slide, and came lo a stop on the 
scraped and frozen ground, out of the grasp of 
the terrible snow. 

I leaped to my feet and saw the slide sweep on 
in most impressive magnificence. At the front 
end of the slide the snow piled higher and higher, 
while following in its wake were splendid stream- 
ers and scrolls of snow-dust. I lost no time in 
getting to the top, and set off southward, where, 
after six miles, I should come to the trail that led 
to my starting-place on the east side of the range. 
After I had made about three miles, the cold 
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clouds closed in, and everything was fogged. A 
chilly half-hour's wait and the clouds broke up» 
I had lost my ten-foot staff in the snow-slide, and 
feeling for precipices without it would probably 
bring me out upon another snoW-cornice, so I 
took no chances. 

I was twelve thousand five hundred feet above 
sea-level when the clouds broke up, and from this 
great height I looked down upon what seemed 
to be the margin of the polar world. It was 
intensely cold, but the sun shone with dazzling 
glare, and the wilderness of snowy peaks came 
out like a grand and jagged ice-field in the far 
south. Halos and peculiarly luminous balls floated 
through the color-tinged and electrical air. The 
horizon had a touch of cobalt blue, and on the 
dome above, white flushes appeared and disap- 
peared like faint auroras. After five hours on 
these silent but imposing heights I struck my 
first day's trail, and began a wild and merry coast 
down among the rocks and trees to my starting- 
place. 

I hope to have more winter excursions, but per- 
haps I have had my share. At the bare thought 
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of those winter experiences I am again on an 
unsheltered peak struggling in a storm ; or I am 
in a calm and spendid forest upon whose snowy, 
peaceful aisles fall the purple shadows of crags 
and pines. 



3 CARRIED little Scotch all day long in my over- 
coat pocket as I rode through the mountains 
on the way to my cabin. His cheerful, cunning 
face, his good behavior, and the clever way in 
which he poked his head out of my pocket, licked 
my hand, and looked at the scenery, completely 
won my heart before I had ridden an hour. That 
night he showed so strikingly the strong, faith- 
ful characteristics for which collies are noted that 
I resolved never to part with him. Since then 
we have had great years together. We have been 
hungry and happy together, and together we 
have played by the cabin, faced danger in the 
wilds, slept peacefully among the flowers, fol- 
lowed the trails by starlight, and cuddled down 
in winter's drifting snow. 

On my way home through the mountains with 
puppy Scotch, I stopped for a night near a de- 
serted ranch-house and shut him up in a small 
abandoned cabin. He at once objected and set 
up a terrible barking and howling, gnawing 
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fiercely at the crack beneath the door and try- 
ing to tear his way out. Fearing he would break 
his little puppy teeth, or possibly die from frantic 
and persistent efforts to be free, I concluded to 
release him from the cabin. My fears that he 
would run away if left free were groundless. He 
made his way to my saddle, which lay on the 
ground near by, crawled under it, turned round 
beneath it, and thrust his little head from be- 
neath the arch of the horn and lay down with a 
look of contentment, and also with an air which 
said, " I '11 take care of this saddle. I 'd like to 
see any one touch it." 

And watch it he did. At midnight a cowboy 
came to my camp-fire. He had been thrown from 
his bronco and was making back to his outfit on 
foot. In approaching the fire his path lay close 
to my saddle, beneath which Scotch was lying. 
Tiny Scotch flew at him ferociously ; never have 
I seen such faithful ferociousness in a dog so 
small and young. I took him in my hands and 
assured him that the visitor was welcome, and in 
a moment little Scotch and the cowboy were side 
by side gazing at the fire. 
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I suppose his bravery and watchful spirit may 
be instinct inherited from his famous forbears 
who lived so long and so cheerfully on Scotland's 
heaths and moors. But, with all due respect for 
inherited qualities, he also has a brain that does 
a little thinking and meets emergencies promptly 
and ably. 

He took serious objection to the coyotes which 
howled, serenaded, and made merry in the edge 
of the meadow about a quarter of a mile from 
my cabin. Just back of their howling-ground 
was a thick forest of pines, in which were scores 
of broken rocky crags. Into the tangled forest 
the coyotes always retreated when Scotch gave 
chase, and into this retreat he dared not pursue 
them. So long as the coyotes sunned themselves, 
kept quiet, and played, Scotch simply watched 
them contentedly from afar ; but the instant they 
began to howl and yelp, he at once raced over 
and chased them into the woods. They often 
yelped and taunted him from their safe retreat, 
but Scotch always took pains to lie down on the 
edge of the open and remain there until they 
became quiet or went away. 
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During the second winter that Scotch was 
with me and before he was two years of age, one 
of the wily coyotes showed a tantalizing spirit 
and some interesting cunning which put Scotch 
on his mettle. One day when Scotch was busy 
driving the main pack into the woods, one that 
trotted lame with the right fore leg emerged from 
behind a rocky crag at the edge of the open and 
less than fifty yards from Scotch. Hurrying to a 
willow clump about fifty yards in Scotch'^s rear, he 
set up a broken chorus of yelps and howls, seem- 
ingly with delight and to the great annoyance of 
Scotch, who at once raced back and chased the 
noisy taunter into the woods. 

The very next time that Scotch was chasing 
the pack away, the crippled coyote again sneaked 
from behind the crag, took refuge behind the 
willow clump, and began delivering a perfect 
shower of broken yelps. Scotch at once turned 
back and gave chase. Immediately the entire pack 
wheeled from retreat and took up defiant attitudes 
in the open, but this did not seem to trouble 
Scotch ; he flung himself upon them with great 
ferocity, and finally drove them all back into the 
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woods. However, the third time that the cunning 
coyote had come to his rear, the entire pack 
stopped in the edge of the open and, for a time, 
defied him. He came back from this chase pant- 
ing and tired and carrying every expression of 
worry. It seemed to prey upon him to such an 
extent that I became a little anxious about him. 

One day, just after this affair, I went for the 
mail, and allowed Scotch to go with me. I usu- 
ally left him at the cabin, and he stayed unchained 
and was faithful, though it was always evident 
that he was anxious to go with me and also that 
he was exceedingly lonely when left behind. But 
on this occasion he showed such eagerness to 
go that I allowed him the pleasure. 

At the post-office he paid but little attention 
to the dogs which, with their masters, were as- 
sembled there, and held himself aloof from them, 
squatting on the ground with head erect and 
almost an air of contempt for them, but it was 
evident that he was watching their every move* 
When I started homeward, he showed great sat- 
isfaction by leaping and barking. 

That night was wildly stormy, and I concluded 
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to go out and enjoy the storm on some wind- 
swept crags. Scotch was missing and I called 
him, but he did not appear, so I went alone. 
After being tossed by the wind for more than an 
hour, I returned to the cabin, but Scotch was 
still away. This had never occurred before, so I 
concluded not to go to bed until he returned. He 
came home after daylight, and was accompanied 
by another dog, — a collie, which belonged to 
a rancher who lived about fifteen miles away. I 
remembered to have seen this dog at the post- 
office the day before. My first thought was to 
send the dog home, but I finally concluded to 
allow him to remain, to see what would come of 
his presence, for it was apparent that Scotch had 
gone for him. He appropriated Scotch's bed in 
the tub, to the evident satisfaction of Scotch. 
During the morning the two played together in 
the happiest possible manner for more than an 
hour. At noon I fed them together. 

In the afternoon, while I was writing, I heard 
the varied voices of the coyote pack, and went 
out with my glass to watch proceedings, wonder- 
ing how the visiting collie would play his part. 
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There went Scotch, as I supposed, racing for the 
yelping pack, but the visiting collie was not to 
be seen. The pack beat the usual sullen, scatter- 
ing retreat, and while the dog, which I supposed 
to be Scotch, was chasing the last slow tormenter 
into the woods, from behind the crag came the 
big limping coyote, hurrying toward the willow 
clump from behind which he was accustomed to 
yelp triumphantly in Scotch's rear. I raised the 
glass for a better look, all the time wondering 
where the visiting collie was keeping himself. I 
was unable to see him, yet I recollected he was 
with Scotch less than an hour before. 
. The lame coyote came round the willow clump 
as usual, and threw up his head as though to bay 
at the moon. Then the unexpected happened. 
On the instant, Scotch leaped into the air out of 
the willow clump, and came down upon the coy- 
ote's back ! They rolled about for some time, when 
the coyote finally shook himself free and started 
at a lively limping pace for the woods, only to be 
grabbed again by the visiting collie, which had 
been chasing the pack, and which I had mistaken 

for Scotch. The pack beat a swift retreat. For 
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a time both dogs fought the coyote fiercely, but 
he at last tore himself free, and escaped into the 
pines, badly wounded and bleeding. I never saw 
him again. That night the visiting collie went 
home. As Scotch was missing that night for a 
time, I think he may have accompanied him at 
least a part of the way. 

One day a young lady from Michigan came 
along and wanted to climb Long's Peak all alone, 
without a guide. I agreed to consent to this if 
first she would climb one of the lesser peaks 
unaided, on a stormy day. This the young lady 
did, and by so doing convinced me that she had 
a keen sense of direction and an abundance of 
strength, for the day on which she climbed was 
a stormy one, and the peak was completely be- 
fogged with clouds. After this, there was nothing 
for me to do but allow her to climb Long's Peak 
alone. 

Just as she was starting, that cool September 
morning, I thought to provide for an emergency 
by sending Scotch with her. He knew the trail 
well and would, of course, lead her the right way, 
providing she lost the trail. " Scotch," said I, " go 
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with this young lady, take good care of her, and 
stay with her till she returns. Don't you desert 
her." He gave a few barks of satisfaction and 
started with her up the trail, carrying himself in 
a manner which indicated that he was both hon- 
ored and pleased. I felt that the strength and 
alertness of the young lady, when combined with 
the faithfulness and watchfulness of Scotch, would 
make the journey a success, so I went about my 
affairs as usual. When darkness came on that 
evening, the young lady had not returned. 

She climbed swiftly until she reached the rocky 
alpine moorlands above timber-line. Here she lin- 
gered long to enjoy the magnificent scenery and 
the brilliant flowers. It was late in the afternoon 
when she arrived at the summit of the peak. 
After she had spent a little time there resting and 
absorbing the beauty and grandeur of the scene, 
she started to return. She had not proceeded far 
when clouds and darkness came on, and on a slope 
of slide-rock she lost the trail. 

Scotch had minded his own afifairs and enjoyed 
himself in his own way all day long. Most of the 
time he followed her closely, apparently indifferent 
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to what happened, but when she, in the darknesSi 
left the trail and started off in the wrong direc- 
tion, he at once came forward, and took the lead 
with an alert, aggressive air. The way in which 
he did this should have suggested to the young 
lady that he knew what he was about, but she 
did not appreciate this fact. She thought he had 
become weary and wanted to run away from her, 
so she called him back. Again she started in the 
wrong direction; this time Scotch got in front 
of her and refused to move. She pushed him out 
of the way. Once more he started off in the right 
direction, and this time she scolded him and re- 
minded him that his master had told him not to 
desert her. Scotch dropped his ears and sheep- 
ishly fell in behind her and followed meekly 
along. He had obeyed orders. 

After traveling a short distance, the young lady 
realized that she had lost her way, but it never 
occurred to her that she had only to trust Scotch 
and he would lead her directly home. However, 
she had the good sense to stop where she was, 
and there, among the crags, by the stained rem- 
nants of winter's snow, thirteen thousand feet 
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above sea-level, she was to spend the night. The 
cold wind blew a gale, roaring and booming 
among the crags, the alpine brooklet turned to 
ice, while, in the lee of the crag, shivering with 
cold, hugging shaggy Scotch in her arms, she 
lay down for the night 

I had given my word not to go in search of her 
if she failed to return. However, I sent out four 
guides to look for her. They suffered much from 
cold as they vainly searched among the crags 
through the dark hours of the windy night. Just 
at sunrise one of them found her, almost ex- 
hausted, but, with slightly frost-bitten fingers, still 
hugging Scotch in her arms. He gave her food 
and drink and additional wraps, and without 
delay started with her down the trail. As soon 
as she was taken in charge by the guide, patient 
Scotch left her and hurried home. He had saved 
her life. 

Scotch's hair is long and silky, black with 
a touch of tawny about the head and a little 
bar of white on the nose. He has the most ex- 
pressive and pleasing dog's face I have ever seen. 
There is nothing he enjoys so well as to have 
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some one kick the football for him. For an hour 
at a time he will chase it and try to get hold of 
it, giving an occasional eager, happy bark. He 
has good eyes, and these, with his willingness to 
be of service, have occasionally made him useful 
to me in finding articles which I, or some one 
else, had forgotten or lost on the trail. Generally 
it is difficult to make him understand just what 
has been lost or where he is to look for it, but 
when once he understands, he keeps up the search, 
sometimes for hours if he does not find the article 
before. He is always faithful in guarding any 
object that I ask him to take care of. I have but 
to throw down a coat and point at it, and he will 
at once lie down near by, there to remain until I 
come to dismiss him. He will allow no one else 
to touch it. His attitude never fails to convey the 
impression that he would die in defense qf the 
thing intrusted to him, but desert it or give it 
up, never! 

One February day I took Scotch and started 
up Long's Peak, hoping to gain its wintry sum- 
mit. Scotch easily followed in my snowshoe- 
tracks. At an altitude of thirteen thousand feet 
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on the wind-swept steeps there was but little 
snow, and it was necessary to leave snowshoes 
behind. After climbing a short distance on these 
icy slopes, I became alarmed for the safety of 
Scotch. By and by I had to cut steps in the ice. 
This made the climb too perilous for him, as he 
could not realize the danger he was in should he 
miss a step. There were places where slipping 
from these steps meant death, so I told Scotch 
to go back. I did not, however, tell him to watch 
my snowshoes, for so dangerous was the climb 
that I did not know that I should ever get back 
to them myself. However, he went to the snow- 
shoes, and with them he remained for eight cold 
hours until I came back by the light of the 
stars. 

On a few occasions I allowed Scotch to go 
with me on short winter excursions. He enjoyed 
these immensely, although he had a hard time of 
it and but very little to eat. When we camped 
among the spruces in the snow, he seemed to 
enjoy sitting by my side and silently watching 
the evening fire, and he contentedly cuddled with 
me to keep warm at night. 



One cold day we were returning from a four 
days' excursion when, a little above timber-line, 
I stopped to take some photographs. To do this 
it was necessary for me to take off my sheepskin 
mittens, which I placed in my coat-pocket, but 
not securely, as it proved. From time to time, 
as I climbed to the summit of the Continental 
Divide, I stopped to take photographs, but on the 
summit the cold pierced my silk gloves and I felt 
for my mittens, to find that one of them was lost. 
I stooped, put an arm around Scotch, and told 
him I had lost a mitten, and that I wanted him to 
go down for it to save me the trouble. "It won't 
take you very long, but it will be a hard trip for 
me. Go and fetch it to me." Instead of starting 
off hurriedly, willingly, as he had invariably done 
before in obedience to my commands, he stood 
still. His alert, eager ears drooped, but no other 
move did he make. I repeated the command in 
my most kindly tones. At this, instead of start- 
ing down the mountain for the mitten, he slunk 
slowly away toward home. It was clear that he 
did not want to climb down the steep icy slope 
of a mile to timber-line, more than a thousand feet 

89 



below. I thought he had misunderstood me, so I 
called him back, patted him, and then, pointing 
down the slope, said, " Go for the mitten, Scotch ; 
I will wait here for you." He started for it, but 
went unwillingly. He had always served me so 
cheerfully that I could not understand, and it 
was not until late the next afternoon that I real- 
ized that he had not understood me, but that he 
had loyally, and at the risk of his life, tried to 
obey me. 

The summit of the Continental Divide, where 
I stood when I sent him back, was a very rough 
and lonely region. On every hand were broken 
snowy peaks and rugged canons. My cabin, 
eighteen miles away, was the nearest house to it, 
and the region was utterly wild. I waited a rea- 
sonable time for Scotch to return, but he did not 
come back. Thinking he might have gone by 
without my seeing him, I walked some distance 
along the summit, first in one direction and then 
in the other, but, seeing neither him nor his tracks, 
I knew that he had not yet come back. As it was 
late in the afternoon, and growing colder, I de- 
cided to go slowly on toward my cabin. I started 
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along a route that I felt sure he would follow, 
and I reasoned that he would overtake me. Dark- 
ness came on and still no Scotch, but I kept going 
forward. For the remainder of the way I told 
myself that he might have got by me in the 
darkness. 

When, at midnight, I arrived at the cabin, I 
expected to be greeted by him, but he was not 
there. I felt that something was wrong and feared 
that he had met with an accident. I slept two 
hours and rose, but still he was missing, so I 
concluded to tie on my snowshoes and go to 
meet him. The thermometer showed fourteen 
below zero. 

I started at three o'clock in the morning, feel- 
ing that I should meet him without going far. I 
kept going on and on, and when, at noon, I ar- 
rived at the place on the summit from which I 
had sent him back, Scotch was not there to cheer 
the wintry, silent scene. 

I slowly made my way down the slope, and at 
two in the afternoon, twenty-four hours after I 
had sent Scotch back, I paused on a crag and 
looked below. There in the snowy world of white 
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he lay by the mitten in the snow. He had misun- 
derstood me, and had gone back to guard the mit- 
ten instead of to get it. He could hardly contain 
himself for joy when he saw me. He leaped into 
the air, barked, jumped, rolled over, licked my 
hand, whined, grabbed the mitten, raced round 
and round me, and did everything that an alert, 
affectionate, faithful dog could do to show that 
he appreciated my appreciation of his supremely 
faithful services. 

After waiting for him to eat a luncheon, we 
started merrily towards home, where we arrived 
at one o'clock in the morning. Had I not re- 
turned, I suppose Scotch would have died beside 
the mitten. In a region cold, cheerless, oppress- 
ive, without food, and perhaps to die, he lay 
down by the mitten because he understood that 
I had told him to. In the annals of dog heroism, 
I know of no greater deed. 



3N many of the Western mining-towns, the 
liverymen keep "return horses," — horses that 
will return to the barn when set at liberty, whether 
near the barn or twenty miles away. These horses 
are the pick of their kind. They have brains 
enough to take training readily, and also to maka 
plans of their own and get on despite the unex- 
pected hindrances that sometimes occur. When 
a return horse is ridden to a neighboring town, 
he must know enough to find his way back, and 
he must also be so well trained that he will not 
converse too long with the horse he meets going 
in the opposite direction. 

The return horse is a result of the necessities 
of mountain sections, especially the needs of 
miners. Most Western mining-towns are located 
upon a flat or in a gulch. The mines are rarely near 
the town, but are on the mountain-slopes above 
it. Out of town go a dozen roads or trails that 
extend to the mines, from one to five miles away, 
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and much higher than the town. A miner does 
not mind walking down to the town, but he wants 
to ride back ; or the prospector comes in and 
wants to take back a few supplies. The miner 
hires a return horse, rides it to the mine, and 
then turns the horse loose. It at once starts to 
return to the barn. If a horse meets a freight 
wagon coming up, it must hunt for a turnout if 
the road is narrow, and give the wagon the right 
of way. If the horse meets some one walking 
up, it must avoid being caught. 

The San Juan mining section of southwestern 
Colorado has hundreds of these horses. Most of 
the mines are from one thousand to three thou- 
sand feet above the main supply-points, Ouray, 
Telluride, and Silverton. Ouray and Telluride 
are not far apart by trail, but they are sepa- 
rated by a rugged range that rises more than 
three thousand feet above them. Men often go 
by trail from one of these towns to the other, 
and in so doing usually ride a return horse to 
the top of the range, then walk down the other 
side. 

" Be sure to turn Jim loose before you reach 
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the summit; he won't come back if you ride him 
even a short distance on the other side," called 
a Telluride liveryman to me as I rode out of his 
barn. It seems that the most faithful return horse 
may not come back if ridden far down the slope 
away from home, but may stray down it rather 
than climb again to the summit to return home. 
The rider is warned also to " fasten up the reins 
and see that the cinches are tight " when he turns 
the horse loose. If the cinches are loose, the sad- 
dle may turn when the horse rolls ; or if the reins 
are down, the horse may graze for hours. Either 
loose reins or loose cinches may cripple a horse 
by entangling his feet, or by catching on a snag 
in the woods. Once loose, the horse generally 
starts off home on a trot. But he is not always 
faithful. When a number of these horses are 
together, they will occasionally play too long on 
the way. A great liking for grass sometimes 
tempts them into a ditch, where they may eat 
grass even though the reins are up. 

The lot of a return horse is generally a hard 
one. A usurper occasionally catches a horse and 
rides him far away. Then, too often, his owner 
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blames him for the delay, and for a time gives him 
only half-feed to " teach him not to fool along." 
Generally the return horse must also be a good 
snow horse, able to flounder and willing to make 
his way through deep drifts. He may be thirsty 
on a warm day, but he must go all the way home 
before having a drink. Often, in winter, he is 
turned loose at night on some bleak height to 
go back over a lonely trail, a task which he does 
not like. Horses, like most animals and like man, 
are not at ease when alone. A fallen tree across 
the trail or deepened snow sometimes makes 
the horse's return journey a hard one. On rare 
occasions, cinch or bridle gets caught on a snag 
or around his legs, and cripples him or entan- 
gles him so that he falls a victim to the unpity- 
ing mountain lion or some other carnivorous 
animal. 

I have never met a return horse without stop- 
ping to watch it as far as it could be seen. They 
always go along with such unconscious confi- 
dence and quiet alertness that they are a delight 
to behold. Many good days I have had in their 
company, and on more than one occasion their 
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alertness, skill, and strength have saved me either 
from injury or from the clutches of that great 
white terror the snow-slide. 

The February morning that I rode " Midget " 
out of Alma began what proved to be by far 
the most delightful association that I have ever 
had with a return horse, and one of the happiest 
experiences with nature and a dumb animal that 
has ever come into my life. 

I was in government experiment work as " State 
Snow Observer," and wanted to make some ob- 
servations on the summit peaks of the " Twelve- 
Mile " and other ranges. Midget was to carry me 
far up the side of these mountains to the summit 
of Hoosier Pass. A heavy snow had fallen a few 
days before I started out. The wind had drifted 
most of this out of the open and piled it deeply 
in the woods and gulches. Midget galloped mer- 
rily away over the wind-swept ground. We came 
to a gulch, I know not how deep, that was filled 
with snow, and here I began to appreciate 
Midget. Across this gulch it was necessary for 
us to go. The snow was so deep and so soft that 
I dismounted and put on my snowshoes and 
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started to lead Midget across. She followed will- 
ingly. After a few steps, a flounder and a snort 
caused me to look back, and all I could see of 
Midget was her two little ears wriggling in the 
snow. When we reached the other side. Midget 
came out breathing heavily, and at once shook 
her head to dislodge the snow from her forehead 
and her ears. She was impatient to go on, and 
before I could take ofif my snowshoes and strap 
them on my back, she was pawing the ground 
impatiently, first with one little fore foot and 
then with the other. I leaped into the saddle 
and away we went again. We had a very pleas- 
ant morning of it. 

About eleven o'clock I dismounted to take a 
picture of the snowy slope of Mt. Silverheels. 
Evidently Midget had never before seen a kodak. 
She watched with extraordinary interest the stand- 
ing of the little three-legged affair upon the ground 
and the mounting of the small black box upon it. ^ 
She pointed her ears at it; tilted her head to one 
side and moved her nose up and down. I moved 
away from her several feet to take the picture. 
She eyed the kodak with such intentness that I 
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invited her to come over and have a look at it 
She came at once, turning her head and neck to 
one side to prevent the bridle-reins, which I had 
thrown upon the ground, from entangling her 
feet. Once by me, she looked the kodak and 
tripod over with interest, smelled of them, but was 
careful not to strike the tripod with her feet or 
to overturn it and the kodak with her nose. She 
seemed so interested that I told her all about 
what I was doing, — what I was taking a picture 
of, why I was taking it, and how long an ex* 
posure I was going to give it; and finally I 
said to her: "To-morrow, Midget, when you 
are back in your stall in the barn at Alma, 
eating oats, I shall be on the other side of Mt 
Silverheels, taking pictures there. Do you under- 
stand?" She pawed the ground with her right 
fore foot with such a satisfied look upon her 
face that I was sure she thought she understood 
all about it. 

From time to time I took other pictures, and 
after the first experience Midget did not wait 
to be invited to come over and watch me, but 
always followed me to every new spot where I 

99 



set the tripod and kodak down, and on each 
occasion I talked freely with her, and she seemec? 
to understand and to be much interested. 

Shortly after noon, when I was taking a pic- 
ture, Midget managed to get her nose into my 
mammoth outside coat-pocket. There she found 
something to her liking. It was my habit to eat 
lightly when rambling about the mountains, often 
eating only once a day, and occasionally going 
two or three days without food. I had a few 
friends who were concerned about me, and who 
were afraid I might some time starve to death. 
So, partly as a joke and partly in earnest, they 
would mail me a package of something to eat, 
whenever they knew at what post-oflBce I was 
likely to turn up. At Alma, the morning I hired 
Midget, the prize package which I drew from the 
post-office contained salted peanuts. I did not 
care for them, but put them into my pocket. It 
was past noon and Midget was hungry. I was 
chattering away to her about picture-taking when, 
feeling her rubbing me with her nose, I put my 
hand around to find that she was eating salted 
peanuts from my big coat-pocket. Midget enjoyed 



them so much that I allowed her to put her nose 
into my pocket and help herself, and from time 
to time, too, I gave her a handful of them until 
they were all gone. 

Late in the afternoon. Midget and I arrived at 
the top of Hoosier Pass. I told her to look tired 
and I would take her picture. She dropped her 
head and neck a little, and there on the wind- 
swept pass, with the wind-swept peaks in the 
background, I photographed her. Then I told 
her it was time to go home, that it was sure to be 
after dark before she could get back. So I tight- 
ened the cinches, fastened up the bridle-rein over 
the horn of the saddle, and told her to go. She 
looked around at me, but did not move. Evidently 
she preferred to stay with me. So I spoke to her 
sternly and said, " Midget, you will have to go 
home ! " Without even looking round, she kicked 
up her heels and trotted speedily down the moun- 
tain and disappeared. I did not imagine that we 
would meet again for some time. 

I went on, and at timber-line on Mt. Lincoln 
I built a camp-fire and without bedding spent the 
night by it. The next day I climbed several peaks, 
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took many photographs, measured many snow- 
drifts, and made many notes in my notebook. 
When night came on, I descended from the crags 
and snows into the woods, built a fire, and spent 
the night by it, sleeping for a little while at a 
time. Awakening with the cold, I would get up 
and revive my fire, and then lie down to sleep. 
The next day a severe storm came on, and I was 
compelled to huddle by my fire all day, for the 
wind was so fierce and the snow so blinding that 
it would have been extremely risky to try to cross 
the craggy and slippery mountain-summits. All 
that day I stayed by the fire, but that night, in- 
stead of trying to get a little sleep there, I crawled 
into a newly formed snowdrift, and in it slept 
soundly and quite comfortably until morning. 
Toward noon the storm ceased, but it had delayed 
me a day. I had brought with me only a pound 
of raisins, and had eaten these during the first 
two days. I felt rather hungry, and almost wished 
I had saved some of the salted peanuts that I had 
given Midget, but I felt fresh and vigorous, and 
joyfully I made my way over the snowy crest of 
the continent. 
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Late that night I came into the mining-town 
of Leadville. At the hotel I found letters and 
a telegram awaiting me. This telegram told me 
that it was important for *me to come to the 
Pike's Peak National Forest at the earliest pos- 
sible moment 

After a light supper and an hour's rest, I again 
tied on my snowshoes, and at midnight started 
to climb. The newly fallen snow on the steep 
mountain-side was soft and fluffy. I sank so 
deeply into it and made such slow progress that 
it was late in the afternoon of the next day before 
I reached timber-line on the other side. The Lon- 
don mine lay a little off my course, and knowing 
that miners frequently rode return horses up to it, 
I thought that by going to the mine I might secure 
a return horse to carry me back to Alma, which was 
about thirteen miles away. With this in mind, I 
started off in a hurry. In my haste I caught one of 
my webbed shoes on the top of a gnarly, storm- 
beaten tree that was buried and hidden in the 
snow. I fell, or rather dived, into the snow, and 
in so doing broke a snowshoe and lost my hat. 

This affair delayed me a little, and I gave up going 
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to the mine, but concluded to go to the trail about 

a mile below it, and there intercept the first return 

horse that came down. Just before I reached the 

trail, I heard a horse^coming. 

As this trail was constantly used, the snow was 

packed down, while the untrampled snow on each 

side of it lay from two to four feet deep. Seeing 

that this pony was going to get past before I 

could reach the trail, I stopped, took a breath, 

and called out to it. When I said, " Hello, pony," 

the pony did not hello. Instead of slackening its 

pace, it seemed to increase it. Knowing that this 

trail was one that Midget had often to cover, I 

concluded as a forlorn hope to call her name, 

thinking that the pony might be Midget. So I 

called out, " Hello, Midget ! " The pony at once 

stopped, looked all around, and gave a delighted 

little whinny. It was Midget ! The Jnstant she 

saw me, she tried to climb up out of the trail 

into the deep snow where I was, but I hastened 

to prevent her. Leaping down by her side, I put 

my arm around her neck, and told her that I was 

very glad to see her, and that I wanted to ride 

to Alma. Her nose found its way into my coat- 
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pocket. " Well, Midget, it is too bad. Really, I 
was not expecting to see you, and I have n't a 
single salted peanut, but if you will just allow me 
to ride this long thirteen miles into Alma, I 
will give you all the salted peanuts that you will 
be allowed to eat. I am tired, and should very 
much like to have a ride. Will you take me ? " 
She at once started to paw the snowy trail with 
a small fore foot, as much as to say, " Hurry up ! " 
I took off my snowshoes, and without waiting 
to fasten them on my back, jumped into the sad- 
dle. In a surprisingly short time, and with loud 
stamping on the floor. Midget carried me into 
the livery barn at Alma. 

When her owner saw a man in the saddle, he 
was angry, and reminded me that it was unfair 
and illegal to capture a return horse ; but when 
he recognized me, he at once changed his tone, 
and he became friendly when I told him that 
Midget had invited me to ride. He said that as 
she had invited me to ride I should have to pay the 
damages to her. I told him that we had already 
agreed to this. " But how in thunder did you 
catch her? " he asked. " Yesterday Pat O'Brien 
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tried that, and he is now in the hospital with 
two broken ribs. She kicked him." 

I said good-bye to Midget, and went to my 
supper, leaving her contentedly eating salted 
peanuts. 



^Hwo old prospectors, Sullivan and Jason, once 
^C/^ took me in for the night, and after supper 
they related a number of interesting experiences. 
Among these tales was one of the best bear-stories 
I have ever heard. The story was told in the 
graphic, earnest, realistic style so often possessed 
by those who have lived strong, stirring lives 
among crags and pines. Although twenty years 
had gone by, these prospectors still had a vivid 
recollection of that lively night when they were 
besieged by three bears, and in recounting the ex- 
perience they mingled many good word-pictures 
of bear behavior with their exciting and amusing 
story. " This happened to us," said Sullivan, " in 
spite of the fact that we were minding our own 
business and had never hunted bears." 

The siege occurred at their log cabin during 
the spring of 1884. They were prospecting in 
Geneva Park, where they had been all winter, 

driving a tunnel. They were so nearly out of sup- 
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plies that they could not wait for snowdrifts to 
melt out of the trail. Provisions must be had, and 
Sullivan thought that, by allowing twice the usual 
time, he could make his way down through the 
drifts and get back to the cabin with them. So 
one morning, after telling Jason that he would be 
back the next evening, he took their burro and 
set oflf down the mountain. On the way home 
next day Sullivan had much difficulty in getting 
the loaded burro through the snowdrifts, and 
when within a mile of the cabin, they stuck fast. 
Sullivan unpacked and rolled the burro out of 
the snow, and was busily repacking, when the 
animal's uneasiness made him look round. 

In the edge of the woods, only a short distance 
away, were three bears, apparently a mother and 
her two well-grown children. They were sniffing 
the air eagerly and appeared somewhat excited. 
The old bear would rise on her hind paws, sniff 
the air, then drop back to the ground. She kept 
her nose pointed toward Sullivan, but did not 
appear to look at him. The smaller bears moved 
restlessly about; they would walk a few steps in 
advance, stand erect, draw their fore paws close 
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to their breasts, and sniff, sniff, sniff the air, up- 
ward and in all directions before them. Then 
they would slowly back up to the old bear. They 
all seemed very good-natured. 

When Sullivan was unpacking the burro, the 
wrapping had come off two hams which were 
among the supplies, and the wind had carried the 
delicious aroma to the bears, who were just out 
of their winter dens after weeks of fasting. Of 
course, sugar-cured hams smelled good to them. 
Sullivan repacked the burro and went on. The 
bears quietly eyed him for some distance. At a 
turn in the trail he looked back and saw the bears 
clawing and smelling the snow on which the pro- 
visions had lain while he was getting the burro 
out of the snowdrift. He went on to the cabin, 
had supper, and forgot the bears. 

The log cabin in which he and Jason lived was 
a small one ; it had a door in the side and a small 
window in one end. The roof was made of a 
layer of poles thickly covered with earth. A large 
shepherd-dog often shared the cabin with the 
prospectors. He was a playful fellow, and Sulli- 
van often romped with him. Near their cabin were 
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some vacant cabins of other prospectors, who had 
" gone out for the winter " and were not yet back 
for summer prospecting. 

The evening was mild, and as soon a3 supper 
was over Sullivan filled his. pipe, opened the door, 
and sat down on the edge of the bed for a smoke, 
while Jason washed the dishes. He had taken 
only a few pulls at his pipe when there was a 
rattling at the window. Thinking the dog was 
outside, Sullivan called, " Why don't you go round 
to the door ? " This invitation was followed by a 
momentary silence, then smash ! a piece of sash 
and fragments of window-glass flew past Sullivan 
and rattled on the floor. He jumped to his feet. 
In the dim candle-light he saw a bear's head 
coming in through the window. He threw his 
pipe of burning tobacco into the bear's face and 
eyes, and then grabbed for some steel drills which 
lay in the corner on the floor. The earth roof 
had leaked, and the drills were ice-covered and 
frozen fast to the floor. 

While Sullivan was dislodging the drills, Jason 
began to bombard the bear vigorously with plates 
from the table. The bear backed out ; she was 
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looking for food, not clean plates. However, the 
instant she was outside, she accepted Sullivan's 
invitation and went round to the door ! And she 
came for it with a rush 1 Both Sullivan and Jason 
jumped to close the door. They were not quick 
enough, and instead of one bear there were three 1 
The entire family had accepted the invitation, and 
all were trying to come in at oncel 

When Sullivan and Jason threw their weight 
against the door it slammed against the big bear's 
nose, — a very sensitive spot. She gave a savage 
growl. Apparently she blamed the two other 
bears either for hurting her nose or for being in 
the way. At any rate, a row started; halfway in 
the door the bears began to fight ; for a few sec- 
onds it seemed as if all tfie bears would roll in- 
side. Sullivan and Jason pushed against the door 
with all their might, trying to close it. During 
the struggle the bears rolled outside and the door 
went shut with a bang. The heavy securing 
cross-bar was quickly put into place ; but not a 
moment too soon, for an instant later the old 
bear gave a furious growl and flung herself against 
the door, making it fairly crack; it seemed as 
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if the door would be broken in. Sullivan and 
Jason hurriedly knocked their slab bed to pieces 
and used the slats and heavy sides to prop and 
strengthen the door. The bears kept surging and 
clawing at the door, and while the prospectors 
were spiking the braces against it and giving 
their entire attention to it, they suddenly felt the 
cabin shake and heard the logs strain and give. 
They started back, to see the big bear struggling 
in the window. Only the smallness of the window 
had prevented the bear from getting in unnoticed, 
and surprising them while they were bracing the 
door. The window was so small that the bear in 
trying to get in had almost wedged fast. With 
hind paws on the ground, fore paws on the window- 
sill, and shoulders against the log over the window, 
the big bear was in a position to exert all her enor- 
mous strength. Her efiforts to get in sprung the 
logs and gave the cabin the shake which warned. 
Sullivan grabbed one of the steel drills and 
dealt the bear a terrible blow on the head. She 
gave a growl of mingled pain and fury as she 
freed herself from the window. Outside she 
backed off growling. 



For a little while things were talmer. Sullivan 
and Jason, drills in hand, stood guard at the win- 
dow. After some snarling in front of the window 
the bears went round to the doon They clawed 
the door a few times and then began to dig under 
it. " They are tunneling in for us," said Sullivan. 
**They want those hams; but they won't get 
them." 

After a time the bears quit digging and started 
away, occasionally stopping to look hesitatingly 
back. It was almost eleven o'clock, and the full 
moon shone splendidly through the pines. The 
prospectors hoped that the bears were gone for 
good. There was an old rifle in the cabin, but 
there were no cartridges, for Sullivan and Jason 
never hunted and rarely had occasion to fire a 
gun. But, fearing that the animals might return, 
Sullivan concluded to go to one of the vacant 
cabins for a loaded Winchester which he knew 
to be there. 

As soon as the bears disappeared, he crawled 
out of the window and looked cautiously around ; 
then he made a run for the vacant cabin. The 
bears heard him running, and when he had nearly 
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reached the cabin, they came round the corner 
of it to see what was the matter. He was up a 
pine tree in an instant. After a few growls the 
bears moved oflf and disappeared behind a vacant 
cabin. As they had gone behind the cabin which 
contained the loaded gun, Sullivan thought it 
would be dangerous to try to make the cabin, for 
if the door should be swelled fast, the bears would 
surely get him. Waiting until he thought it safe 
to return, he dropped to the ground and made a 
dash for his own cabin. The bears heard him and 
again gave chase, with the evident intention of 
getting even for all their annoyances. It was only 
a short distance to his cabin, but the bears were 
at his heels when he dived in through the broken 
window. 

A bundle of old newspapers was then set on 
fire and thrown among the bears, to scare them 
away. There was some snarling, until one of the 
young bears with a stroke of a fore paw scattered* 
the blazing papers in all directions ; then the 
bears walked round the cabin-corner out of sight 
and remained quiet for several minutes. 

Just as Jason was saying, " I hope they are 
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gone for good," there came a thump on the roof 
which told the prospectors that the bears were 
still intent on the hams. The bears began to claw 
the earth off the roof. If they were allowed to 
continue, they would soon clear off the earth and 
would then have a chance to tear out the poles. 
With a few poles torn out, the bears would tumble 
into the cabin, or perhaps their combined weight 
might cause the roof to give way and drop them 
into the cabin. Something had to be done to stop 
their clawing and if possible get them off the 
roof. Bundles of hay were taken out of the bed 
mattress. From time to time Sullivan would set 
fire to one of these bundles, lean far out through 
the window, and throw the blazing hay upon the 
roof among the bears. So long as he kept these 
fireworks going, the bears did not dig ; but they 
stayed on the roof and became furiously angry. 
The supply of hay did not last long, and as soon 
as the annoyance from the bundles of fire ceased, 
the bears attacked the roof again with renewed 
vigor. 

Then it was decided to prod the bears with 
red-hot drills thrust up between the poles of the 



roof. As there was no firewood in the cabin, 
and as fuel was necessary in order to heat the 
drills, a part of the floor was torn up for that 
purpose. 

The young bears soon found hot drills too warm 
for them and scrambled or fell off the roof. But 
the old one persisted. In a little while she had 
clawed off a large patch of earth and was tearing 
the poles with her teeth. 

The hams had been hung up on the wall in the 
end of the cabin ; the old bear was tearing just 
above them. Jason threw the hams on the floor 
and wanted to throw them out of the window. He 
thought that the bears would leave contented if 
they had them. Sullivan thought differently ; he 
said that it would take six hams apiece to satisfy 
the bearSj and that two hams would be only a 
taste which would make the bears more reckless 
than ever. The hams stayed in the cabin. 

The old bear had torn some of the poles in 
two and was madly tearing and biting at others. 
Sullivan was short and so were the drills. To get 
within easier reach, he placed the table almost 
under the gnawing bear, sprang upon it, and 
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called to Jason for a red-hot drill. Jason was 
about to hand him one when he noticed a small 
bear climbing in at the window, and, taking the 
drill with him, he sprang over to beat the bear 
back. Sullivan jumped down to the fire for a drill, 
and in climbing back on the table he looked up 
at the gnawed hole and received a shower of dirt 
in his face and eyes. This made him flinch and he 
lost his balance and upset the table. He quickly 
straightened the table and sprang upon it, drill 
in hand. The old bear had a paw and arm thrust 
down through the hole between the poles. With 
a blind stroke she struck the drill and flung it and 
Sullivan from the table. He shouted to Jason for 
help, but Jason, with both young bears trying to 
get in at the window at once, was striking right 
and left. He had bears and troubles of his own 
and did not heed Sullivan's call. The old bear 
thrust her head down through the hole and 
seemed about to fall in, when Sullivan in des- 
peration grabbed both hams and threw them out 
of the window. 

The young bears at once set up a row over 
the hams, and the old bear, hearing the fight, 
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jumped off the roof and soon had a ham in her 
mouth. 

While the bears were fighting and eating, 
Sullivan and Jason tore up the remainder of the 
floor and barricaded the window. With both door 
and window closed, they could give their atten- 
tion to the roof. All the drills were heated, and 
both stood ready to make it hot for the bears 
when they should again climb on the roof. But 
the bears did not return to the roof. After eating 
the last morsel of the hams they walked round 
to the cabin door, scratched it gently, and then 
became quiet. They had lain down by the door. 

It was two o'clock in the morning. The inside 
of the cabin was in utter confusion. The floor was 
strewn with wreckage; bedding, drills, broken 
boards, broken plates, and hay were scattered 
about. Sullivan gazed at the chaos and remarked 
that it looked like poor housekeeping. But he 
was tired, and, asking Jason to keep watch for 
a while, he lay down on the blankets and was 
soon asleep. 

Toward daylight the bears got up and walked a 

few times round the cabin. On each round they 
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clawed at the door, as though to tell Sullivan that 
they were there, ready for his hospitality. They 
whined a little, half good-naturedly, but no one 
admitted them, and finally, just before sunrise, 
they, took their departure and went leisurely 
smelling their way down the trail. 
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